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PREFACE Se 


In bringing out this translation of the Ramayana (the 
doings of Rama) as a companion volume to the translation 
of the Mahabharata which I published some years ago, my 
object is the same, namely to place, before the average Eng- 
lish-knowing layman, this great epic condensed within a rea- 
sonable compass by omitting episodes of minor importance 
or not having much bearing on the development of the story, 
by deleting passages or portions of passages or information 
of minor interest and generally by removing redundancies and 
repetitions to some extent. The story is otherwise told in the 
poet’s words as nearly as possible. | 


As in the case of the Mahabharata, there is not sufficient 
reliable evidence for fixing, with any precision, either the 
authorship or the date of the composition of the Ramayana 
also. From such circumstantial evidence as is available, it is 
generally agreed that it must have been composed not later 
than the fifth century B.C:, though the events on which the 
poem is based may date back to an earlier period. As regards 
the authorship, the introductory chapters of the Ramayana 
and popular tradition ascribe the authorship to the sage Val- 
miki who seems to have been contemporaneous with the 
heroes and events described therein. 


These two great epic poems of the Hindus are perhaps 
the longest epic poems in the world—the Mahabharata being 
seven times, and the Ramayana one-and-a-half times, the Iliad 


and Odyssey put together..In the words of Professor Monier 
Williams, ‘to compare these vast compositions with the Iliad 


and the Odyssey is to compare the Indus and the Ganges 

rising in the snows of the world’s most colossal ranges, swol- 

len by numerous tributaries, spreading into vast shallows or 
x 


iV 


branching into deep divergent channels, with the streams of 
Attica or the mountain torrents of Thessaly’. And in these 
days few persons have the patience or the time to read the 
Sanskrit text or a translation in full. I am therefore endea- 
vouring to place the story before the average reader on a 
smaller canvas, but sufficiently large to admit the portrayal in 
some detail, in the poet's own words and according to his 
plan, of as much as possible of these unique epics. 


Along with the Mahabharata, the Ramayana gives us a 
graphic picture of the ancient Indian culture and civilisation, 
the social and political life, and the beliefs and thought of 
the times. Whatever changes may have taken place in India 
with the passage of time and under the stress of circumstance, 
Hindu culture and civilisation are even today basically not 
very different. Rama and Sita are still the Hindu ideals of 
a perfect man and perfect woman. And the moral underlying 
the whole story is as universally applicable today as it was 
ever before; namely, that in a conflict between the powers of 
good and evil the success of the former is assured where there 
is readiness to sacrifice. 


My thanks are due to Sri. T. S. Ananthamurthy, Retired 
Judge of the Mysore Judicial Service, for kindly going through — 
the manuscript and making many valuable suggestions for 
improvement. I must also thank Sri. B, Bhimasena Rao, 
Retired Professor of the Mysore Education Service, for help- 
ing me generally in the course of preparing the translation. 


BANGALORE, C. V. SRINIVASA RAO. 
July 1970. 
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RAMAYANA 


BALA-KANDA 


1. NARADA, THE CELESTIAL SAINT 


Valmiki, the great ascetic, once humbly asked thus of 
Narada, that best of saints, ever engaged in austerities and 
absorbed in holy lore, and foremost among teachers : 

“Is there, at present, any one in all this world endowed 
with every virtue ; who is valiant, true to Dharma,* grate 
ful, truth-loving and firm of vows; good of conduct, kind 
to every creature, learned, able and sweet of appearance ; who 
has conquered wrath and is free from envy ; and whom even 
the gods fear to meet in battle when roused ? 
| Great sage, you would know best if there is such a per- 
son now on earth, and I beg you to tell me all about him 
as I am eager to hear it.” 

And Narada, who knew all the three worlds, replied : 

“Rarely are the qualities you mention found together in 
mortals. Yet there is one who has all these and he is known 
to the world by the name of Rama, and he has taken birth 
in the dynasty of Ikshvaku. 

Self-controlled, valiant and rich in glory is he; firm, 
clever, wise and sweet-speeched. 

Broad of shoulders and broad-chested, with arms reach- 
ing the knee, and a conch-like majestic neck, he jis a terror 
to his foes when he meets them with his mighty bow. 

Graceful in form, with a well-shaped crown, high fore- 
head, well-proportioned limbs, the gait of a lion, large and 


* Dharma includes duty, religious rites and righteousness. 
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bright eyes and charming complexion, he has, besides, all the 
auspicious signs that mark one out for high destiny. 

Full well he knows the rules of duty. He is good and 
pure; versed in holy texts and skilled in drawing the bow ; 
ever interested in the well-being of others; refuge of the 
weak and protector of the universe. He is the upholder of 
righteousness ; and, like the sea which rivers love to join, he 
is ever attended by the good. 

And this Rama, in whom every virtue dwells, the joy 
ot his mother Kausalya’s heart, is in depth verily like the 
ocean ; firm as the Himalayas ; like Lord Vishnu in prowess ; 
lovely as the moon; terrible in fury like the all-destroying 
fire ; patient as the earth; bounteous as the god of wealth; 
and in truth Justice himself.” 

After briefly narrating some of the incidents in the life- 
history of Rama, Narada concluded : 

“And whoever reads this great story of the life of Rama, 
holy as the Vedas, will be absolved of all sin; and, after 
enjoying all the blessings of life on earth, he will, when he 
dies, attain heaven.” 


2. BRAHMA’S VISIT TO VALMIKI 


Valmiki, along with his pupils, listened reverently to 
Narada’s tale; and when the latter left after being duly 
honoured by him, Valmiki repaired to the river for perform- 
ing ablutions. After bathing in the river, he was moving 
about the woods on its banks when he noticed a pair of 
sweetly-chirping curlews sporting there. As he was seeing 
them, a fowler suddenly shot the male bird which fell down 
dead ; and at the sight of its mate bleeding and writhing 
on the ground. the female bird, full of grief, uttered a bitter 
cry. Good Valmiki’s heart overflowed with pity, and, greatly 
distressed in mind by the cruel deed of the fowler, he burst 
forth with these words: 


BRAHMA’S VISIT TO VALMIKI 4 


‘Wicked fowler, may you not be blessed with long life, 
for you have killed one of this pair of birds when they were 
sporting with each other.’ 3 

_ Immediately, however, he felt disturbed in mind and 
pondered, “Oh, what words have [ uttered under the stress 
of grief for this bird!’ And he also said to his disciple won- 
dering at what he had composed, “These words which have 
fallen from my grieving lips seem, in form, rhythm and 
metre, to be even like a verse (sloka), and may they not be 
otherwise.” 

Then Valmiki returned to his hermitage after finishing 
his ablutions, but his mind continued to dwell on what he 
had witnessed. While he was thus musing, the glorious four- 
faced Brahma, Creator of the world, happened to come to 
his abode to see him. Valmiki was surprised to see him; he 
sprang from his seat and stood before the god with folded 
hands. He offered him water, flowers and curds; and when 
Lord Brahma took his seat and bade him sit, Valmiki 
respectfully sat by his side. But he kept brooding over the 
foul deed of the fowler and the words which he had involun- 
tarily uttered ; and he repeated them unconsciously even in 
the god’s presence. Brahma smiled and said to him: 

“O best of hermits, see, you have made a perfect verse. 
Ponder not how it arose. It happened even as I wished. And 
now bend yourself to the task of telling to the world in tune- 
ful numbers the glorious story of the high-souled Rama, as 
you heard from saintly Narada. You would not be knowing 
in detail all thar Rama and Lakshmana thought or did, or 
what happened to the Rakshasas and Sita; but through my 
grace all the events will be revealed to you: And this great 
poem of yours recording the noble life of Rama will surely 
endure in all its glory as long as there are rivers and moun- 
tains on this earth.” 

After saying these words, the Creator vanished into ir. 
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Accordingly, Valmiki composed a poem of twenty-four 
thousand verses, When he had completed it and was won- 
dering who was best-fitted to recite the story to the world, 
two of his young pupils dressed in hermit’s garb, Kusa and 
Lava by name, happened to approach him and make obei- 
sance to him. They were princes and brothers. These 
lovely twins, the very image of Rama, were quick in learning 
holy lore and their voice was melodious and true in range. 
Valmiki decided to teach the poem to them. When they 
had learnt it well, they went about singing it in gatherings 
of Rishis and the learned. They were once reciting it before 
a large concourse of great sages who were taking part in a 
horse-sacrifice that was being performed by Rama. So thrilled 
were the audience that tears of joy flowed down their faces 
and they praised not only the youthful singers for their skill 
and melody but also the poet for the beauty of the composi- 
tion which made past events look as if they were occurring 
before their eyes. 

When Rama came to hear of these minstrels, he senr 
for them. Seated on the throne, with his brothers and minis- 
ters round him, he greeted the handsome youths and bade 
them sing their lay. And addressing those who sat near his 
throne, he said : 7 

“Though these god-like youths look like mere hermits, 
they have all the marks of royalty; though minstrels, they 
are anchorites. Listen ye all to the story of my life which 
they are going to sing.” 

As the twins began to tell their tale, with voices sweet 
and modulated, every one was spell-bound and every heare 
was transported with joy. And thus they sang : 


3. KING DASARATHA 


Listen ye to this great tale of Ramayana which speaiss 
of the glorious deeds of the house of Ikshvaku who’ ruled 


KING DASARATHA > 


this earth from ancient tynes—this noble poem that we are 
going to sing, enshrining principles of duty, love and profit. 

There is on the banks of the Sarayu river a land known 
as Kosala, rich in all manner of wealth. And there is in tt 
a great city called Ayodhya built of old by Emperor Manu 
himself. It is twelve leagues in length and three in width 
and laid out on level ground with broad highways, parks 
and mango groves. Stately mansions, houses and shops care- 
fully planned added to the beauty of the city which vied ia 
grandeur with Indra’s city of Amatoati itself. 

It was ringed round by battlements on which were 
mounted Swtagnis (machines capable of killing a hundred 
men) and a moat, deep and wide, difficult to cross; and it had 
arsenals filled with every destructive weapon. There were 
countless elephants, huge and mighty, of the best stock, bred 
in the Vindhya and Himalaya mountains and sprung from 
the famed Vamana, Airavata and other celestial elephants : 
horses of the finest breed, like those of Indra from Kambhoja, 
Sindhu and other lands; camels and chariots ; and thousands 
of heroic warriors, skilled in warfare, who kept the enemy 
away, justifying the name Ayodhya (meaning ‘not to be 
fought against’) which the city bore. 

It was indeed a city, rich and gay, with men and women 
enlivening it with music, dance and play. Everywhere the 
sound of the drum, tabor and veena filled the air. A busy 
trading centre too, with merchants from all parts of the earth 
gathered there. And the numerous envoys from brother 
princes lent colour to the place. 

In this city, the home of learning, graced by many high- 
souled Brahmanas versed in the Scriptures and great saints of 
the land, lived Dasaratha, the king of Kosala, of great renown. 

A worthy descendant of Ikshvaku, beloved of the peo- 
ple, learned and far-sighted, matchless in might and valour, 
famed for righteous deeds and like unto saints, the peer of 
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Indra and Kubera in glory and wealth, Dasaratha ruled the 
land, ever intent on the kingdom’s welfare, like the great king 
Manu himself. People were contented and happy, never 
greedy or false. Poverty and disease were unknown. No 
householder suffered from want; everyone had his own 
kine, horses, stock of corn and other wealth earned by his 
own labour. Uneducated and godless there were none. Men 
and women were all high-souled, self-controlled and loyal to 
their king. The four classes, Brahmanas (priestly class), Ksha- 
triyas (fighting class), Vaisyas (trading class) and Sudras 
(menial class), followed each its traditional avocation in life. 
Such was the realm which the high-souled king gov- 
erned with the assistance of eight ministers and two others, 
namely Vasishta and Vamadeva who were his priests and 
preceptors. The ministers were all men of worth, wise and 
skilled in statecraft. Smiling and sweet of speech, they never 
allowed themselves to utter falsehood whether in anger or 
for lust or gain. They were fair to one and all and would 
not spare even their own children if found guilty. Ever watch- 
ful of the interests of their master, and acting in consultation 
with one another, they kept the treasury well-filled with 
treasure, without oppressing the people. And, heroes them- 
selves, they knew how to raise and maintain a force to smite 
* any foe. With these wise counsellors round him and keep- 
ing himself well-informed through trusty agents, king Dasa- 
ratha, famed over all the three worlds, ruled the land jusely 
to the great joy of the people and shone with glory like the 
rising sun resplendent with its rays. 7 


4. DASARATHA PERFORMS SACRIFICE 


The monarch had no children for a long time and was 
pining for a son so that the royal line of Ikshvaku may not 
become extinct. With the object of propitiating the gods, he 
performed a great sacrifice, known as Horse-sacrifice. This was 
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followed by another special ritual invoking the gods to bless 
him with sons. On that occasion, the gods, along with other 
celestials, came there to receive their share of the offerings. 
And they took the opportunity to appeal to Brahma, the 
Creator, saying : 

“Worshipful sire, a Rakshasa by the name of Ravana, 
waxing strong through the boons conferred on him by you, 
is harassing us and we are unable to check him. He is ter- 
rorising all the three worlds and he wishes to set even Indra 

at nought. For fear of him the sun is dim; the wind blows 
not; and at the sight of him, the sea with its rolling waves 
becomes still. O Lord, be so good as to find some way of 
destroying this Ravana.” 

Brahma pondered for a while and then said : 

“Ah, I see now; Ravana prayed that he should not 
meet death at the hands of the gods and other celestials, the 
Asuras and Rakshasas; and I granted him his prayer. But 
through pride he did not care to include man in his request. 
So only man can slay him and none else.” 

_ The gods and the saints were happy to hear what Brahma 
said. Meanwhile, Vishnu, the Lord of all the worlds, blazing 
with glory, came holding in his hands the conch, discus and 
mace. And the gods greeted him warmly, praised him and 
humbly prayed : 

“O Lord Vishnu, for the good of all the worlds we be- 
seech you to help. This righteous and saintly king Dasaratha 
is childless, and we beg you to divide yourself in four and 
be born to him as sons by his three wives who are like unto 
the goddesses, Modesty, Beauty and Fame and slay the mighty 
Rakshasa Ravana who is causing much misery to the gods, 
the sages above and on earth below and whom we are unable 
to destroy. We have all come to you as suppliants as you are 
our only refuge. O scourge of foes, deign, therefore, to be 
born as man and kill this enemy of the gods.” 


oe) 
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Then Vishnu, God of gods, adored by all, replied : 


“Fear not; be of good cheer. For your sake, I shall 
slay in battle this wicked and cruel Ravana with all his kith 
and kin, and rule the world of men for eleven thousand 
years,” 

And all the gods and celestials sang hymns praising Lord 
Vishnu who, after pondering a little, decided within himselt 
that the noble king pba ai should be his sire and then 
‘vanished. 


When the rites were nearly finished, there rose from out 
‘of the sacrificial fire a magnificent and mighty figure with 
auspicious marks on his body and glowing like the sun. He 
was clasping tenderly, with both hands, a big golden bow! 
containing a heavenly drink, as if he were holding a dear 
wife in his arms. And he said to Dasaratha: 

“O king, I am a messenger from the divine creator. 
Pleased with your worship, the gods have sent you this divine 
drink which will give you health and offspring. . Take this 
and give it to your queens to drink, and you will then have 
the sons you have been praying for.” 

The king received this precious gift from the gods with 
bowed head. He then went reverently round the heavenly 
messenger who disappeared after his task was done. Like a 
beggar on whom fortune suddenly smiles, Dasaratha was be- 
side himself with joy on receiving such a favour from the 
gods. He hurried to the apartments of his wives and. said to 
Kausalya, his senior wife : 

. “Take and quaff this celestial drink and you will be a 
mother.” 

| Dividing the drink into two halves, he gave her a half; 
dividing the other half into two equal portions, he gave one 
portion to Sumitra; dividing again the other portion into 
two halves he gave one half to Kaikeyi; and after a little 
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reflection he gave the remainder to Sumitra in addition to 
what he had previously given to her. 

The queens were transported with joy at the prospect of 
bearing children. In due course, they all conceived ; and as 
the king watched their radiant faces his heart was thrilled 
and he felt as happy as Indra in heaven. | 

When Lord Vishnu was thus about to be born on earth 
as Dasaratha’s sons, the Creator said to the gods : 

“Ye gods, to support the Lord who is working for si 
good of us all, bring ye into being on earth Vanara heroes 
who can take any form at will, skilled in wizardry, fleet as 
the wind, wise and trained in all arts, masters in the know- 
ledge of weapons like yourselves, unslayable and the peers of 
Vishnu himself in prowess. Even as I created of old the bear 
Jambuvantha who flew out of my mouth, now let the celes- 
tial damsels and others bear children in the form of monkeys 
and bears through you.” 

‘Accordingly, Indra begot the Vanara Chief Vali; the 
Sun begot Vali’s brother Sugriva; and the Wind-god begot 
the great Hanuman, hard as adamant and swift as Garuda, 
the king-of birds. Similarly, hundreds of thousands of mighty 
Vanaras and bears were created by the other gods and spirits 
of the air; and they all became subjects of Vali, the chief 
of the monkeys. Thus, the earth was filled with these mighty 
creatures to help the Lord in His adventure. 


-.5. BIRTH OF RAMA AND HIS BROTHERS 


In the twelfth month after the sacrificial rites, and on 
the ninth day of the month Chaitra, Queen Kausalya gave 
birth to a son, Rama, with full half of Lord Vishnu’s glory, 
possessing all auspicious marks, lord of the universe, and 
adored by all. Next was born Kaikeyi’s son Bharata, pre- 
eminently righteous, gifted with every virtue and with one- 
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eighth ot Lord Vishnu in him. And Sumitra gave birth to 
two heroic sons, Lakshmana and Satrughna, who possessed 
their share of divine splendour. Then Gandhbarvas in joy sang 
in the skies ; celestial nymphs danced ; heavenly drums thun- 
dered; and the gods rained flowers on earth. And the city 
of Ayodhya went gay, with the people crowding the streets, 
singing, dancing and making merry. To mark the happy 
occasion, the king distributed largess to bards, heralds and 
ministrels, while Brahmanas also received much wealth and 
thousands of kine. | 

On the eleventh day from the date of their birth, the 
princes were, at a formal ceremony, named by the priest 
Vasishta, as Rama, Bharata, Lakshmana and Satrughna res- 
pectively. 

Rama, the eldest, towering above the rest like an up- 
lifted banner, was his sire’s special delight; and like the 
Creator, he was dear to every one. As they grew up, they 
learnt all holy lore, became proficient in arms, were kind and 
compassionate to all and showed themselves to be the store- 
house of every virtue. Like the clear and bright moon Rama 
was the most loved of them all. Whether it was managing 
an elephant, riding a courser, driving the chariot or drawing 
the bow, he excelled everyone ; and he was ever devoted to 
his sire. 

From early boyhood, Rama and Lakshmana were par- 
ticularly fond of each other. Lakshmana revelled in serving 
his elder brother in all manner and at all times; and indeed 
regarded him as his second self. When Rama went out 
riding in quest of game, Lakshmana immediately followed 
with his bow to protect him. And Rama too never took rest 
without Lakshmana by his side nor ate anything withou: 
sharing it with him. Hs 

In the same way, Satrughna was attached to Bharata 
whom he held dearer than his own life. 
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With these four glorious sons round him, king Dasa- 
ratha was as happy as Brahma himself. 


6. VISVAMITRA VISITS DASARATHA 


While Dasaratha was thus passing the days happily 
and, in consultation with his ministers, was planning the 
marriage of his sons, the great sage Visvamitra happened 
to come to see him. As soon as he was informed of his arri- 
val, the king with his priests hastened to go and meet him. 
He greeted the sage and offered him all the customary 
honours and gifts. After duly acknowledging them and 
enquiring if all was well with his kith and kin and friends, 
if the country was prospering and if the treasury was well- 
filled, Visvamitra asked : 

“O king, are all your neighbours friendly towards you ? 
Have all your foes been conquered? Are you properly 
attending to all that aceds to be done by you for gods and 
men ?” 

And when they were all seated in the palace, Dasaratha 
addressed the sage thus : 

"O great sage, like the gift of nectar to a mortal, like 
rain falling on parched land, like a son born to one child- 
less, like the recovery of an article lost, like great bliss in 
prosperity, even so is your gracious visit to me. I heartily. 
welcome you. Blest, indeed, with fruit is my life today. | 
have not lived in vain. Your visit has washed all my sins 
away and has inade this a holy place. Please say what has 
brought you here and what you wish me to do. O honoured 
sage, doubt me not. I shall be happy to do whatever be 
your will, for you are verily a god to me.” 

Visvamitra was so pleased with the king’s speech thar 
the hair on his body stood on end and he said: 

“Great king, what you have spoken is worthy of the 
scion of a noble line and the disciple of Vasishta. Hear mc 
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why I have come to you. There are two fiends called Mari- 
cha and Subahu, who obstruct the performance of my rites 
and delight in fouling the sacrificial fire by throwing bits 
of bleeding flesh on it when the rites are nearing comple- 
tion. Seeing all my rites thus spoilt, I left the place in 
dejection and came to you. I could not let my fury loose 
on them and curse them, for that would not be in keeping 
with my vows and rites. To help me in completing the rites 
which I am undertaking, I ask you to send with me your 
eldest son Rama of true valour. Protected by me and his own 
divine might, he will, | am sure, be able to slay these Raksha- 
sas whom none else can overcome. Let not a father’s fond 
affection stand in the way. I assure you that these demons 
are as good as slain already. Through my spiritual powers 
I know the high-souled and redoubtable Rama; so do the 
noble Vasishta and these sages assembled here. If you would 
win merit for righteousness and earn lasting fame on earth, 
be so good as to send Rama with me for ten days, should your 
ministers and your high priest agree. O king, please make 
haste so that the time fixed for the rites may be kept. May 
good fortune be yours. And do not be troubled in mind on 
this account. You have my word that all will be well.” 

Fear and pain overwhelmed the king who heard Visva- 
mitra’s request, and he was dazed for a while. Gathering 
himself, he said : 

“Rama is yet a boy, barely twelve years old, untrained 
in warfare and unequipped with missiles ; and I do not sce 
how he can stand up in battle to the mighty and crafty 
Rakshasas versed in magic. Instead, I shall come myself with 
my huge army of seasoned warriors, and with bow in hand [ 
- shall fight them as long as there is breath left in me and 
ensure that your sacrifice is not interrupted: O great sage, 
therefore, take not Rama away from me. Without him, ! 
cannot live even for a moment. Sixty-thousand years of my 
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life had passed away before sons were born to me who had 
longed and laboured for them; and, of my four sons, Rama, 
the eldest, is closest to my heart and I cannot part with him. 
But if you must have him with you, then, let me also come 
along with my army.” Ls 

And when, in reply to the king’s enquiry as to who 
these Rakshasas were that were troubling him, Visvamitra 
said that they were the agents of the notorious Rakshasa 
Ravana who, on the strength of the boons given to him by 
Brahma, was oppressing the three worlds with impunity, 
Dasaratha was further alarmed and said : 

“O wise saint, I have not the strength to wage war 
against the wicked Ravana. Be merciful to my son and to 
my unfortunate self who holds you as god and preceptor. 
When even the gods cannot put down that fiend, what can 
a mere mortal do? And how can I send my god-like son, 
a mere boy, unskilled in battle, on such a dangerous errand ? 
I may, assisted by my warriors, fight one of the two villains 
that are harrassing you, and not both. But, forgive me, my 
darling boy I cannot send.” 

On hearing these words of the king, Visvamitra, fuming 
with wrath, spoke : 

“O king, having promised to do as I wished, you now 
want to go back on your word. It is quite unworthy of one 
belonging to the great house of Raghu. If you think your 
conduct is correct, I shall leave you and go back even as J 
came. And, O faithless monarch, keep your kith and kin and 
be happy.” 

So said Visvamitra in great rage; and the earth shook 
and the gods trembled. But the far-sighted Vasishta, inter- 
vening, addressed the king and said : 

“O Dasaratha, sprung from Ikshvaku’s line, you are 
righteousness itself. You are firm, noble and blest by the 
gods; you are known all over the three worlds for your 
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rectitude ; and it behoves you not to stray from the path of 
Dharma. Having given a pledge and if yeu do not honour 
it, you will lose all the merit you have earned. Let, therefore, 
Rama go. Be he skilled in the use of arms or not, when the 
great sage is behind him, the Rakshasas can harm him no 
more than they can touch Amrit girt by fire. This Visvamitra 
is the embodiment of Dharma; foremost in prowess, un- 
excelled in wisdom and the last word in ascetism. In all the 
three worlds, there is not a weapon of which he is not a mas- 
ter. He knows of weapons unknown even to the gods,. let 
alone mortals; and he can fashion new weapons. Such is 
the might of this great sage; and therefore do not hesitate 
to send Rama with him. Visvamitra can himself easily des- 
troy the Rakshasas, but he asks for Rama in order to do hira 
good.” 

Hearing the high priest’s counsel, Dasaratha was greatly 
relieved in mind and, full of joy, he sent for Rama and 
Lakshmana. Blest by both mother and sire and by the venc- 


rable preceptor, Rama was then made over to Visvamitra. 
7. RAMA AND LAKSHMANA WITH VISVAMITRA 


As Rama thus set forth with the sage, flowers were 
rained on him from heaven and the sound of celestial drums 
and songs filled the air. With bows in their hands, sword 
and quiver by their side and leather gloves protecting their 
fingers, the brothers Rama and Lakshmana, lighting up all 
the ten directions with their lustre, followed Visvamitra, like 
the twin Aswins following the Creator. Two sons of fire-god 
seemed they, attending on the inconceivable Lord Siva. 

When they had gone a_ league-and-a-half, Visvamitra 
sweetly said to Rama: 

“Child, come and touch. this water before the time is 
past and receive from me these two spells (Mantras) called 
Mighty and Most Mighty. They will render you proof against 
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fatigue, fever and ageing, and enable you to resist the powers 
of darkness even when asleep or drunk with delight. O 
Raghava, there is none in all the three worlds equal to you 
in prowess, knowledge and glory, and these two mystic hymns 
which I shall teach you will add lustre to the many great 
virtues with which you are already endowed.” 

The next day, in the course of their journey, they had 
to pass through a forest which was the haunt of Tataka, the 
wicked Yaksha woman, the mother of Maricha, who had 
been cursed by sage Agastya for attacking him. Both she and 
_ her sons were oppressing the peaceful Rzshis all around. And 
Visvamitra said : : 

“Rama, for the protection of kine and Brahmanas kill 
this wicked, cruel and mighty fiend. Let not compassion for 
womankind stand in the way of your smiting her. It is ever 
the duty of a prince charged with the welfare of his subjects 
to do, for their sake, acts whether they are ordinarily regard- 
ed as blame-worthy and sinful or otherwise. Therefore, fear 
not that any sin will attach to you if you slay this lawless 
monster. O prince, you must have heard how Indra slew of 
yore Mundhara, the daughter of Virochana, for wishing to 
destroy the earth. Again, did not Lord Vishnu himself slay: 
sage Bhrigu’s devoted wife, the mother of the great preceptor 
Sukra, for coveting Indra’s seat. And there are also other 
instances of wicked women having been killed by high-souled 
princes in the past.” 

And Rama, with folded hands, replied : 

“Honoured saint, my venerable sire bade me in the 
assembly of elders that I should, without question, obey you. 
So I shall gladly do as desired by you and kill this fiend 
Tataki.” 

Having said these words, Rama, the scourge of foes, 
grasped the bow by the middle and twanged the bow-string 
making the whole forest echo the terrific sound. Tataka was 


16 BALA-KANDA 


dazed at hearing the sound and rushed in fury in the direc- 
tion from which it came. With her arms raised, and roaring, 
she made for Rama; and raising a big cloud of dust, she 
rained stones on the brothers. Rama stemmed the downpour 
of stones with endless arrows and, as she came near, cut 
both her hands while Lakshmana severed her ears and nose. 
She assumed different forms at will and moved about raining 
stones on them. When the sage saw the princes enveloped by 
this shower, he said: “Rama, you have shown her metcy 
enough. Delay not killing the foul fiend, this disturber of 
our holy rites; or she will get strong; for these monsters 
gain in strength as twilight draws near.” 

Then Rama shot a keen dart at the Yaksha fiend who 
was speeding towards him like lightning, and Tataka tell 
down dead. The gods applauded Rama from the skies and 
appealed to Visvamittra : 

“© great saint, this deed of Rama has made us all happy. 
We should like to reward it by showing him some favour. Be 
so good as to bestow on him the mighty weapons and powers 
which you have acquired by severe penance. There is none 
more fit to be initiated into them than this prince Rama who 
is devoted to you. And there are yet greater tasks to be done 
by him for the gods.” 

Visvamitra was highly pleased with Rama for destroy- 
ing Tataka. They all rested for the night in that forest which 
with the fall of that demon, shook off the curse under which 
it was labouring and began once again to look bright. 

The next morning the sage said to Rama smiling : 

“O prince, I am highly pleased with you. As you are 
very dear to me I am going to give you all the heavenly arms 
that are mine, and they will enable you to conquer all your 
foes, be they gods and other celestials, fiends or serpents.” 

Accordingly, after thoroughly cleansing himself and fac- 
ing the east, he invested Rama with all the powers, weapons 
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and the special knowledge that he possessed. And chanting 
the appropriate hymns he summoned the spirits behind them, 
and they appeared in various forms before Rama and said to 
him with folded hands : | 

‘Raghava, we are your humble servants.’ 

After greeting them Rama dismissed them and, with 
heart full of joy, he made obeisance to the saint and they 
resumed their journey. 

Then they reached the hermitage of Visvamitra which 
was once the abode of Lord Vishnu himself. They were wel- 
-comed by the Réshis living there. The following morning 
Visvamitra began his sacrifice which the two brothers, with 
bow in hand, guarded -for six days and nights foregoing all 
sleep. On the seventh day, when the rites were being pet- 
formed, like clouds darkening the sky during the rainy sea- 
son appeared the two giants Maricha and Subahu with their 
attendants, and from the sky began to pour blood over the 
sacrificial fire. Seeing them, Rama in great fury sped a shaft, 
swift as thought, at Maricha’s breast which flung him into 
the sea a hundred leagues away and left him senseless, while 
with another shaft blazing like fire he slew his companion; 
and with yet another shaft he swept away the rest. And when 
the sacrifice was completed, Visvamitra, who was till then 
under a vow of silence, looked round and, finding that there 
was calm in every direction, spoke full of admiration : 

“O Rama, strong-armed prince, I must consider myseif 
fortunate. You have indeed fulfilled my wishes. And the 
name Siddha (‘Perfect’) by which this hermitage is known 
has been fully maintained.” 

The next morning, Visvamitra said : 

“Rama, we are all going to attend the great sacrifice that 
that best of men, Janaka, the king of Mithila, is performing. 
Do you also come with us. You can see not only the won- 
derful sacrifice but also the mighty bow which the gods 
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presented to him of old. It is brought out and worshipped 
during the sacrifice. Neither gods nor men can bend the bow 
and string it; and many a prince has tried in vain to 
handle it.” 


8. THE DESCENT OF GANGA 


Then they all set out in a northerly direction ; and dur- 
ing the journey Visvamitra recounted many stories relating 
to his own origin and the Ikshvaku line of kings to which 
Rama belonged. After travelling many leagues they were 
delighted to reach the queen of rivers, the holy Ganga. When 
they had bathed in its holy waters and offered oblations to 
the gods and the manes, Rama asked ot the sage : 

“O worshipful sire, I long to hear the story of Ganga 
of three paths and how she came to join the Lord of rivers 
after traversing the triple world.” 

And the. sage said : 

“O Rama, listen. Himalaya, king of mountains and the 
store-house of all minerals, had two daughters, Ganga and 
Uma. The gods begged of Himalaya to give Ganga, his 
eldest daughter, to be of help to them in their observances ; 
and the mountain king, for the good of the three worlds, 
readily gave them Ganga whose water purged all sins and 
who roamed as she liked ; and the gods took her with them 
and went back to heaven well-pleased. 

Many years later there was a noble king of the Iksh- 
vaku dynasty, Bhagiratha by name, who was childless for a 
long time. For being blessed with a son and to enable him 
to offer libations with the waters of Ganga so that his for- 
bears, the sixty thousand sons of his great ancestor who had 
been cursed by the gods, could attain heaven he performed a 
severe penance for a thousand years. Pleased with him, the 
Creator at last appeared before him and asked him to name 
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the boon he sought. And Bhagiratha replied with folded 
hands : : 

“OQ Lord, if you are pleased with me let my ancestor 
Sagar’s sons receive from me libations of holy Ganga water 
and attain heavenly bliss, and let me have a son so that the 
race of Ikshvaku may continue.” 

And the Grandsire of the Universe answered sweetly : 

“ O pride of the house of Ikshvaku, your prayer is in- 
deed noble and it shall be as you wish. But invoke Lord Siva 
to hold Ganga in her descent ; for the earth cannot bear the 
sudden impact of the fall of the waters from above, and none 
but He who holds the Trident can break the fall.” 

Having said this to Bhagiratha and spoken to Ganga to 
oblige him, Brahma returned to heaven. 

And the king prayed to Siva for a year, standing on his 
tiptoe, with arms upraised and motionless like stone, and 
with nothing but air for food. Then Uma’s lord appeates 
before him and said : 

“O best of men, I am pleased with you and I shall gra- 
tity your wishes by holding on my head the daughter of the 
king of mountains when she descends from heaven.” 

_O Rama, Ganga, adored by all the world, huge as a 
giant, then came down on the Lord’s head with irresistible 
speed. And the goddess, proud of her might, said to herself : 

‘Il shall overwhelm Siva with my flood and carry him 
headlong to the nether world.’ 

But the Lord, from whom her pride could not be hid, 
in wrath checked her descent to the earth and held her in 
the coils of the hair on his head, huge as the Himalaya moun- 
tain. Unable to find her way to the earth, she wandered for 
a long time through his interminable locks. Bhagiratha, who 
had lost sight of her, prayed again to the Lord who then 
let her flow into a lake from which she emerged as seven 
great rivers; three flowing to the east and three to the west, 


20 BALA-KANDA 


while the seventh followed Bhagiratha’s chariot in torrents 
roaring along the ground. And the white foam rising high 
from the waters along with the swans riding on it made the 
sky look as if it were full of clouds with swans speeding home 
in the air. It would in some places run headlong like a tor- 
rent; in some other places it would be meandering. Now 
it would spread itself into a lake; and now narrow down. 
Here the waves would be rising high, while there the waters 
would be calm and flowing gently. Such was the course the 
‘mighty river took as it followed the king. Then the spirits, 
saints and minstrels who had lost their heavenly seat and had 
been hurled down to earth flocked to bathe in the water 
‘sanctified by Siva’s touch; and freed from their sins, they 
regained heaven. The whole world was wild with joy at 
the descent of the holy river a dip in which brought relief 
from the many ills of life. And,-following Bhagiratha to 
the ocean, Ganga entered the nether world where the king 
poured libations of the holy water over the dust of his kins- 
men who then rose to heaven.’ 


9. AHALYA FREED 


Crossing the Ganga, Visvamitra’s party continued their 
journey to Mithila. As they reached the outskirts of that 
famous city of Janaka, Rama saw the hermitage, which was 
looking deserted, where the great sage Gautama had lived 
till he left after cursing his wife Ahalya who had miscon- 
ducted herself with Indra. While cursing her, Gautama had 
“said : : 

“Faithless dame, for thousands of years live you here 
alone observing strict vows, with nothing but air for food 
and ashes for your bed, and invisible to all. And whea 
Rama, Dasaratha’s son, passes this way and you pay him the 
honour due to a guest you will be cleansed of your sin; and 
becoming pure you will live happily with me again.” 
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Giving this account of Ahalya’s fall, Visvamitra said : 

“Rama, now go into this cottage and save the glorious 
dame.” - : " 

Entering the cottage, Rama saw Ahalya who had been, 
since Gautama’s curse, invisible to man, god and _ fiend. 
There she was before them, glowing with the radiance aris- 
ing from stern austerities; a grand and illusive creation of 
the great Creator ; like the full-moon covered by clouds and 
_ shining through the mist; like a flame hid by smoke; or 

like the bright sun reflected in water. At the sight of Rama 
the curse on her was lifted. And Gautama who saw this with 
his spiritual eyes joined them and, together with purified 
Ahalya, did homage to Rama. 


10. AT MITHILA 


Then they reached the precincts of the sacrificial grounds 
and chose a pleasant spot for their residence. When king 
Janaka heard of the arrival of Visvamitra, he went accom- 
panied by his high priest Satananda and ministers in all haste 
to welcome him. After exchanging greetings, the king said : 

“O great saint, blest and grateful am I that you should 
be gracing this occasion with your presence. The sacrifice 
will last for another twelve days when the gods will also be 
here to claim their share of the offerings.” 

Continuing, Janaka said : 

“And, O sage, who are these princely youths with you, 
like unto gods in prowess, with the gait of an elephant or 
a lion, with large eyes like the petals of lotus, formidable 
as the tiger or bull, armed with sword, quiver and bow and 
lovely as the Aswins, and why have they come here walking. 
all the distance ? Shedding glory on this place even as che 
Sun and Moon adorn the sky, and alike in form and mien. 
pray, tell me who they are.” 
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Visvamitra told che king all about them—that they 
were the sons of king Dasaratha, that they spent a few days 
with him in his hermitage and had killed the demons that 
were troubling him; that they saw Ahalya and freed her 
from the curse and that they had met sage Gautama; and 
that they had now come with him eager to see and know 
all about the famous bow that the king had. 


11. WISVAMITRA’S MEETING WITH VASISHTA 
WHEN THE FORMER WAS KING 


When Janaka’s high priest Satananda, son of Gautama, 
heard Visvamitra’s account of the reunion of his parents, his 
heart was filled with joy and he said to Rama: 

“O prince, it is our good fortune that you should be 
visiting us under the guidance of this great and invincible 
sage. You must by now be aware that this Visvamitra is 
your best friend. Indeed, in all the world, there is no one 
more blest than you, as you have a person of such remark- 
able austerities as your guide and protector. And let me tell 
you the story of his mighty deeds. Listen. 

This high-souled Visvamitra was formerly a famous 
king, learned and righteous, devoted to the weal of his sub- 
jects and a terror to his enemies. He was once going about 
with his large force visiting many lands, cities, rivers and 
hills; and he happened to reach the hermitage of the sage 
Vasishta. This beautiful sylvan retreat abounded in a variety 
of trees, animals and birds. It was the resort of the gods, 
saints and bards, and was as gloricus as the Creator's hea- 
venly abode. 

Vasishta received the king with all the honours due to 
a royal guest, offered him water to wash his feet, fruits and 
roots to eat. Then they went on conversing for a long while 
like good friends, and at the end Vasishta said to him 


smiling : 
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‘Mighty monarch, I should like to entertain you and 
your retinue in a manner befitting a royal guest. Be so good 
as to allow me to do that honour to your worthy self.’ 

And the wise king replied politely : 

‘O worshipful sage, I feel I have already Bed heartily 
entertained by your kind words and the woodland fare given 
so lovingly. And it has been a great privilege and joy too 
to meet you who is worthy of all honour. Now let me go. 
May you always look upon me with a friendly eye.’ 
| At Vasishta’s pressing invitation, however, the king con- 
sented to stay. Then, the sage called Kamadhenu, the celes- 
tial cow, and said: 

‘I wish to entertain this royal sage Visvamitra and his 
followers, and I, therefore, ask you soon to get ready a ban- 
quet fic for such distinguished guests. Rain down quickly 
dishes of dainty food to suit every taste.’ 

Soon a sumptuous meal was ready. Sugarcane, honey 
and other beverages were there in plenty, along with hills 
of hot cooked rice and a variety of delicacies, and lakes of 
curds. The king and his party were highly pleased with the 
feast given by Vasishta. Then Visvamitra said: 

‘Worshipful sage, I feel highly honoured by the great 
hospitality shown to me. But there is a request I wish to 
make: Give this wonderful cow to me in exchange for a 
hundred thousand kine. This cow of yours is indeed a jewel, 
and gems belong to the king by right. Therefore, let me 
have it.’ : 

But Vasishta replied firmly : 

‘O king, be it for a hundred thousand or a hundred 
crores of kine or great heaps of silver, I cannot give my 
cow. It would not be right on my part to give it away. She 
is inseparable from me, even as a good name is ever with 
the virtuous. I depend entirely on her in performing my 
daily rites and in making the offerings to the gods. She is 
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verily my life itself. For these and other reasons, I cannot, O 
king, part with her.’ 

The king tempted him with further offers of elephants, 
horses, chariots and cattle and said in the end, “O best of 
the twice-born, ask me whatever you wish, countless precious 
gems or heaps of gold and you shall have them; but let me 
have the heavenly cow.” 

Vasishta remained firm and said : 

“I shall never give my cow away. It is everything to 
me; my jewel, my wealth, and my life; and further dis- 
cussion is useless. You cannot have my Kamadhenu.” 

Seeing that the sage would not yield, Visvamitra decided 
to take the cow away forcibly; and he and his men tried 
to pull the animal. And Kamadhenu, full of grief, said to 
herself : 

‘Why is the noble sage giving me away? I have done 
no wrong and have been serving him faithfully so long? In 
what way could I have offended him ?’ 

She then shook off the men who were dragging her 
and, rushing to Vasishta, spoke weeping : 

“© worshipful master, why have you forsaken 1 me ? Why 
are those servants of the king taking me away. from 
you.?”’ nei epee , 
And to. Kamadhenu. whose heart was sorely grieved, 
Vasishta spoke lovingly as if she--were his own sister in; 
distress : | at 

“I am not sending you away, nor have you done me 
any wrong. But this king is taking you away from me by 
force. And, alas, what can I do against a mighty warrior with 
a large army behind him !” 

Kamadhenu replied : 

“O sage, the strength of a Brahmana which springs from 
knowledge of the divine is ever superior to that of a Ksha- 
triya. You have only to command me, sire ; and, by virtue 
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of my association with you of divine power, I can soon hurn- 
ble this proud king and destroy his men.” 

And Vasishta said : 

“Very well. Then create a force of might sufficient tc 
check the foe.” 

Kamadhenu lowed and there came forth immediately 
hundreds of warriors known as Paplavas who slew Visva- 
‘mitra’s men. In great fury, Visvamitra rushed about in his 
chariot and, pouring every kind of missile, he destroyed all - 
the Paplavas: Then Kamadhenu created numerous Yavanas 
and Sakas and others, all heroes, clad in mail, made of gold, 
and holding long swords; and the whole place became fill- 
ed with them. In an instant, they destroyed the mighty army 
of the king. Then, the monarch’s hundred sons, mad with 
rage, armed with a variety of weapons, rushed at Vasishta 
who uttered a fierce cry; and, lo, they were all burnt to 
ashes. 


12. VISVAMITRA’S PENANCE 


His sons slain and his army annihilated, the monarch 
was filled with shame and grief. All his pride and glory, 
‘he felt; was gone; and he was verily like the sea with its 
force spent; or like some serpent with its fangs drawn ; or 
like the sun when eclipsed ; or like a bird shorn of its wings. 
He placed the kingdom in charge of his only remaining son 
and retired to the Himalaya mountains where he engaged 
himself in severe penance with the object of propitiating 
Lord Siva. When, after some time, the Lord appeared be. 
fore him and asked him what he wanted, Visvamitra said - 

“O' Mahadeva, be so gracious as to let me have perfect 
mastery of the science of the bow ; and grant me also every 
weapon and dart that the gods, demons, saints and spirits 
knew.” | 
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The Lord gave him the boon asked for,'and Visvamitra 
with his newly acquired arms was swelling with pride as 
swells the ocean at the time of the full-moon. He thought 
that Vasishta was now as good as conquered. He made his 
way Once again to the hermitage of that sage and covered it 
with his shafts. The whole place was soon ablaze and the 
hermits and other inmates fled in fear; and birds and beasts 
ran hither and thither in confusion. And Vasishta’s grove 
- lookéd desolate, and not a sound was to be heard there for 
a while. Vasishta alone remained, and in great rage he said 
to Visvamitra. 

“Fool, you have done a wicked deed in destroying this 
holy grove which has been flourishing for many years. So 
you shall not live long.” 

And to the cry of Visvamitra asking him to face him, 
the great sage raising his holy staff, like unto the Rod of 
Death, replied : | 

“Wretch of a Kshatriya, here I am; let me see your 
might. I shall today quell your pride and defy your weapons. 
Before the spiritual force of the Brahmana, the might of the 
Kshatriya is nowhere. See now my divine power.” 

Visvamitra then aimed his terrible dart of fire at the 
sage who raised his staff, and down that dart fell, losing all 
its fierceness even as fire dies when it meets water. Full of 
fury, he began to hurl at the sage, one after another, all his 
deadly weapons—the shafts special to the several gods, and 
other celestial arms secured from Brahma. But to his asto- 
nishment the sage tamed every one of them by flourishing 
his heaven-inspired staff. At last Visvamitra took out Brahma’s 
dart, the dart which could destroy everything in the uni-— 
verse; and the gods, spirits and the saints in heaven were 
all quite alarmed and the three worlds trembled. As the 
missile approached the sage, he brandished his holy wand, 
and with his knowledge of the divine he devoured the dart. 
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As it entered his body he looked fierce; and from every 
- pore of his body there shot out flames. And his staff too 
was blazing like Yama’s sceptre. At this amazing sight, the 
Saints praised Vasishta and appealed to him saying : 

‘O great sage, your power never goes in vain. We beg 
you to quench the fire of Brahma’s dart with your own 
might born of divine lore and save the world. Visvamitra 
now stands defeated by you.’ 

In answer to their prayer, Vasishta calmed down. And 
_Visvamitra, defeated and humbled, heaved a deep sigh and 
said to himself : 

‘Oh, fie on Kshatriya’s might! The power of a Brah- 
mana is indeed great. For, this single staff, charged with 
spiritual force, has destroyed all my mighty weapons. I musi 
now, with senses subdued and mind at peace, begin to do 
such penance as will secure Brahmanhood for me.’ 

Smarting under his discomfiture and sighing at every 
breath, he accordingly left for the south where he did severe 
penance for a thousand years when the gods headed by the 
Creator appeared before him and said : 

‘Kausika’s son, you have by your long penance won 
your place among the royal sages of the world and we recog- 
nise you as a royal sage.’ 

Bitterly disappointed, and bending his head in shame, 
he exclaimed in anger : 

‘Oh, after all this severe penance to be told that I shall 
only be regarded as a royal saint is no adequate reward.’ 

And he resumed his penance with such grim determi- 
nation that the triple world was getting alarmed. 


13. TRISANKU 


About this time, there was a great monarch of the 
house of Ikshvaku, Trisanku by name, truth-loving and self- 
comtrolied. He longed to perform a sacrifice which would 
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enable him to enter heaven in his mortal frame. When he 
sought the assistance of the family priest Vasishta for this 
purpose the sage told him that it was vain to hope for such 
a thing. The monarch then went to his sons for help and 
humbly said : 

‘O sages rich in saintly merit, I have come to you as 
a suppliant. I wish you to help me to perform such rites 
as will take me to heaven in this body. As the venerable 
Vasishta is not agreeable to do so, there is none to whom 
I can go except yourselves who are his sons. For the house - 
of Ikshvaku ever depends for guidance on its preceptors.’ 

Highly offended, they replied : 

‘Foolish king, when the venerable preceptor himself 
has refused, how could you think of approaching others ? 
And how can we, his children, help you to perform a sacti- 
fice to which our worshipful sire, who is the best judge, is 
opposed ?’ 

Being thus thwarted, the king said with some bitterness : 

‘Since both your sire and yourselves are not willing to 
oblige me, I must now turn to others for help.’ 

Vasishta’s sons guessed his evil intent and in _ anger 
cursed him saying : > 

‘May you be an outcaste (Chandala).’ 

Overnight the king’s form and dress underwent a 
change, and all his people fled from him in fear. Deserted 
by every one and burning day and night with grief, but 
still undismayed, he approached Visvamitra. He told him 
his sad story and appealed to him saying : | 

‘O best of hermits, I desire to do rites which will take 
me to heaven. Vasishta and his sons are unwilling to help 
me. Meseems Fate is all powerful and man contends in 
vain. Baulked by Fate of all the merit I have earned, I-come 
to you for refuge. I beg you to be gracious to me and turn 
Fate in my favour. You alone can do and none else.’ 
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Visvamitra spoke words of comtort to the king and 
said: ‘You who have sought refuge with Kausika’s scn 
may take it that you already hold heaven in your hands.’ 

Visvamitra then made all arrangements for pertorming 
a Yagna, and many sages attended it lest they should incur 
his wrath. And Vasishta’s sons who spurned his invitation 
and spoke disparagingly of him were cursed by him and 
reduced to ashes. The rites were duly performed and he pre- 
sided over the ceremonies. And when, at last, he invoked 
the gods to come down to receive their share of the offer- 
ings, they turned a deaf year to his prayer. Visvamitra was 
furious and, raising high the sacrificial ladle, he said to 
Trisanku : 7 

‘O king, behold my power won by penance. With that 
might behind me I shall see that, in human frame, you 
attain heaven which no man can so reach. Do you now rise 
to the skies ?’ 

And before the eyes of all the hermits assembled there, 
Trisanku rose to heaven. When Indra saw him entering 
heaven, he cried : 

‘Trisanku, get back to earth. There is no place in 
heaven for you as you have been cursed by your preceptor. 
Headlong you fall to the earth below.’ 

And he tell down screaming : ‘O great hermit, save me.” 

Hearing his plaintive cry, Visvamitra cried in fury 
‘stop, stop’. And, sitting gloriously in the midst of the Rés/is 
like the Creator himself, he at once created a new celestial 
region and placed in the southern firmament seven great 
saints glowing like stars and also a new galaxy of stars. Mad 
with rage, he threatened to create another Indra or unseat 
the present Indra and leave the world without one; and he 
also began to fashion new gods. The Immortals were so 
frightened that they all approached him and spoke softly to 
him : 
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‘O great hermit, as this king is under his preceptor’s 
curse he cannot come to heaven in his impure body.’ 

But Visvamitra answered firmly : 

‘I have promised Trisanku to secure a place for him in 
heaven in his mortal frame and I cannot go back on my 
word. Let him, therefore, remain suitably in the new heaven 
created by me and let these new stars and other regions | 
have created remain as long as the universe lasts. Ye gods, 
be so good as to comply with this request of mine.’ 

The gods then said: 

‘Be it as you wish; your galaxy of stars shall, as you 
have created, remain there for ever in the outer reaches of 
the Sun’s disc, and amid them Trisanku with his head down- 
wards shall enjoy heavenly bliss shining like a god.’ 


14. VISVAMITRA’S TRIUMPH 


Visvamitra then went westward to continue his penance 
undisturbed. There too, his austerities were checked. For 
when he had resolutely pursued his penance for a thousand 
years, he happened to see the lovely celestial damsel Menaka 
who had come down from the skies. He fell in love with 
her and spent ten years in her company which glided like a 
single day. Then he realised with anguish his shameful 
lapse from saintliness and guessed that this must have been 
the trick of the gods who were getting jealous of his grow- 
ing might. 

And he then went to the north, determined to do a fierce 
penance and secure mastery of the passions. At the end of a 
thousand years, the Creator, at the instance of the gods who 
were getting alarmed, appeared before him and said: 

‘O Kausika’s son, your severe penance has, I-am pleased 
to say, won for you the position of a great saint.’ 

Visvamitra was neither pleased nor grieved by these 
words, but with folded hands said : 
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‘O Lord, when you have, as a reward for my penance, 
declared me to be a great saint may I take it that I have 
mastered my senses ?’ 

Brahma replied : 

‘No, not yet; but strive further for it.’ 

Visvamitra resumed his penance with increased severity. 
With upraised arms and without any support he stood; and 
air was his only food. In summer he stood in the midst of 
five blazing fires; during the rains the sky was all the shelter 
he had; while in winter he remained in water. Thus, day 
and night, he did penance for a thousand years. The gods 
got quite alarmed lest he become too powerful and sent down 
another celestial nymph, Rambha, to lure him with her wiles. 
But the sage discovered at once that it was Indra’s mischief. 
and in anger he cursed her saying : 

‘Tll-fated dame, as you have viciously tried to upser the 
tranquillity of my mind when I am striving to conquer love 
and rage, may you be transformed into stone and remain as 
such for ten thousand years.’ 

But he was at once filled with grief at the failure of his 
efforts to restrain wrath and the consequent loss of merit won 
by years of penance. And he made this terrible resolution : 

‘T shall henceforth never give way to wrath; and I 
shall observe complete silence. I shall hold my breath for a 
hundred years. Subduing my senses and taking no food, I shall 
perform penance until I Win Brahmanhood.’ 

Thus, for twice one thousand years he toiled till he rea- 
ched perfection. The Immortals were so terrified that they 
appealed to the Creator saying : 

‘This great hermit has withstood all temptations and 
provocations ; and we see not a shred of sin in him. If he 
does not get the boon he is seeking, all the three worlds wil] 
soon be ruined. Grant him therefore, O sire, what he has set 
his heart on.’ 
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Then Brahma came before Visvamitra along with the 
other gods and sweetly said : 

‘Hail, Brahma Rishi! you have now fully earned this 
rank by your severe penance. I and the gods grant you long 
life; and may you fare well.’ | 

Visvamitra was filled with joy. He made obeisance to 
the gods and said : 

‘Ye gods, if I have attained Brahmanhood and won long 
lite, I beg that the secrets of the Vedas and the rituals become 
part and parcel of my knowledge; and let the great sage 
Vasishta, learned in holy lore, also acknowledge me 
as such.’ 

And at the request of the gods, Vasishta made friends 
with Visvamitra and said: 

‘So be it; you are now truly a Brahma Rishi. 

Concluding, Satananda, that best of the twice-born, 
said : | 

“O Rama, it was thus that this high-souled Visvamitra 
won Brahmanhood. He is verily a prince among sages; the 
embodiment of penance; ever devoted to Truth; and the 
foremost of heroes.” | 


15. THE BREAKING OF THE BOW 


And king Janaka who had been listening to the above 
narfration of his high priest said to Visvamitra with folded _ 
hands : 
| “Great sage, I must consider myself to be very fortu- 
nate, indeed, that you should have been pleased to come here 
to attend my sacrifice accompanied by these princes. We have 
all been delighted to listen to the story of your wonderful 
‘ascetic deeds which I am never tired of hearing. The sun is 
setting and I therefore now beg leave to go. At dawn tomor- 
row I hope you will give me the pleasure of seeing you 
again. 
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The next day, at the break of glorious dawn,.. Janaka 
sent messengers to bring Visvamitra and Rama and Laksh- 
mana. He received them with great ceremony and said : 

“Worshipful sire, I welcome you heartily. If you deem 
me worthy, please tell me in what way I can serve you.” 

And Visvamitra replied : | 

“These two renowned princes, the sons of Dasaratha, 
are anxious to see your famous bow. Be so good as to. show it to 
them, and they will go back home satisfied after seeing jit.” 

King Janaka spoke : 

“OQ. great sage, let me. first tell you how this precious 
bow happens to be with me. This bow, which belonged te 
Lord Siva, has been kept with us from the time of my fore- 
fathers to whom the gods gave it for safe custody. . : 

And when I was once ploughing the sacrificial site I 
found in the furrow, springing from the earth, an infant whom 
I named Sita after the manner of her birth. She has been 
cherished and brought up by me as my own daughter; and 
I have also vowed that I would give her in marriage. only 
to one of proved heroic worth. As she grew into a lovely 
damsel, many a prince came asking for her hand. I showed 
them the bow the wielding of which would be the test 
their might; but not one of them could. move or. grasp the 
bow. This magnificent bow these youths, Rama and Laksh- 
mana-shall see; and should Rama succeed in Singing it 
he shall have my daughter Sita.” " 

Then, five thousand sturdy men came pulling a car of 
eight wheels on which was mounted a heavy box containing 
the bow. And Janaka said : | ? 


“O Brahman-sage, here is the heavenly bow. ene 
ped by my ancestors. The mighty monarchs of the past 
could not handle it; nor could gods, demons or spirits. 
Then how can mortal man hope to bend or string of twang 
it or even lift it? Now show it to the princes.” 

"2: 
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And Visvamitra spoke to Rama : 

“Rama, my son, look at the bow.” 

Rama then opened the chest in which the bow lay. 
He looked longingly at it and humbly said : 

“Worshipful sire, I should like to touch the bow, if 
I may, and just try if I can lift it and bend it.” 

Both the sage and Janaka said: 

“Very well, try.” . 

Accordingly, to the astonishment of the large gathet- 
ing there, Rama grasped the weapon by the middle and 
lifted it with ease. He strung the bow without much effort, 
and as he pulled the cord the bow broke in twain with a 
noise like the crash of a thunderbolt, and the earth shook 
as if a mountain had split; and all but the king, the saint 
and the two princes, fell down in a faint. 

And Janaka who felt considerably relieved in mind 
by Rama’s success said reverently : 

“Honoured sage, I have now witnessed Rama's marvel- 
lous might, inconceivable and surpassing all expectation. By 
marrying Dasaratha’s son, my daughter will surely be adding 
lustre to our royal house and make my pledge true. I pro- 
pose that Sita, dearer to me than my own life, shall be Rama’s 
wife. If this has your blessing I shall send my counsellors 
with all speed to report to king Dasaratha all that has hap- 
pened here and to beg him graciously to come te 
my capital.” 


16. THE MARRIAGE 


After three days of arduous journey, king Janaka’s envoys 
reached Ayodhya. On being ushered into the court and see- 
ing Dasaratha, the venerable king, they spoke softly and res- 
pectfully to him : 

“O mighty monarch, Janaka, king of Mithila, sends you 
his greetings and good wishes for your health and happiness. 
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And, with sage Visvamitra’s approval, he sends you the fol- 
lowing message : 

‘O king, you are aware of my pledge that my daughter 
would be the prize of valour only. Many a prince has come 
and gone back in disgrace having failed to show his pro- 
wess. But your sons who came here unexpectedly with the 
mighty Visvamitra have won her. For, before a large gather- 
ing, your heroic son Rama has broken in twain the famous 
divine bow, and my child Sita is therefore his bride by right. 
True to my vow, I should like to give her to him in marriage, 
and I beg you to be so good as to give your concurrence. And, 
O great king, I cordially invite you to come to Mithila with 
your priest and preceptor and make every one happy.’ 

Dasaratha’s heart overflowed with joy on hearing such 
pleasant tidings. And turning to Vemadeva, Vasishta and his 
counsellors he said: “If ye are all satisfied that it is a desir- 
able alliance, then speed we to Mithila city and let us not 
tarry.” 

Seeing that they were all agreeable to Janaka’s propo- 
sal, the king was delighted and said eagerly: “Then let us 
start tomorrow.” 

When Dasaratha and his large retinue arrived at 
Mithila, Janaka received the venerable king with all the 
honours due to a royal guest and, full of joy, addressed him 
thus : 

“Welcome to you, great king. A kindly fate has brought 
you to us; and you will be happy to meet your victorious 
sons who are now here. Blest am I that the glorious and 
venerable Vasishta along with many sages is also visiting 
us. My difficulties have all been overcome and I am happy 
that my race has been honoured by being allied with the 
noble house of Raghu. When my sacrifice is finished tomor- 
row morning let the marriage of Rama and Sita, blessed by 
the sages, with your leave, begin.” 


—. 
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And Dasaratha replied politely: eae 
“O righteous king, as the saying goes, a favour is catiteld 
at the giver’s pleasure ; and we, who are ppehowles to you, all 
bow to your wishes.” 

Thus honoured by Janaka and greeted by his sons the 
aged king passed a happy night ; and Janaka too, after attend- 
ing. to the preliminary rites relating to the marriage, Be 
pleasantly for the night. ait any 

When morning came, Daataae his sons, friends, 
priests and the lords were escorted with all pomp to Janaka’s 
palace for the marriage ceremonies. Addressing Janaka, 
Dasaratha said : | 

“You know, O king, that in all matters covering our 
family, the great sage Vasishta, who is like unto a god to 
the house of Ikshvaku, speaks for us all. With the permis- 
sion of Visvamitra and the reverend sages assembled here 
he will now duly cite the geneology of our race.” 

'Vasishta then narrated the lineage of Rama and Laksh- 
mana and concluded by saying : 

“And, O best of men, on behalf bf Rama and Thighs 
mana, heroes and truth-speaking, hailing from. the renowned 
sored 43 Ikshvaku, I claim your two daughters me are their 
peers.” 

And in seals Mndl sia. | 

“Great sage, now be so good as to hear the history oh 
our race. Such an account is expected of every one born of 
a respectable family when he a to’ give his daughter 
in marriage.” 

Accordingly, he recounted Sele story of his ancestors and 
ended by saying : | | | 

“Now, best of sages, I have great pleasure in giving my 
two daughters, the goddess-like Sita to Rama and my second 
daughter Urmila to Lakshmana. And I confirm my word by 
saying it thrice. On the third “day from now when the’ stars. 
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will be auspicious let the two weddings be celebrated. Mean- 
while, O king, make gift of kine and other one aes for 
bringing prosperity to them.” 


‘With the approval of Vasishta, Visvamitra then spoke : 

“Glorious are these two royal houses—Ikshvaku’s and 
Videha king’s; and there are none in the whole world to 
compare with them. An alliance of these two houses is, there- 
fore, most appropriate, and the bridal pairs are also well- 
matched in beauty. And, O lord of men, there is one thing 
more I wish to say.. We suggest that the two lovely daughters. 
of your dutiful brother be also given in marriage to Bharata 
and Satrughna, the other sons of Dasaratha. They are both: 
young and fair of form and the peers of the gods in prowess.” 
~ And Janaka respectfully replied : 

“OQ great sages, I feel highly honoured by the proposal 
and ‘shall ‘be happy indeed to do as you wish which further 
- unites our two houses. And let all the four are be: 
celebrated on the same day.” 

On the morning of the appointed day, when all - had 
assembled, Vasishta and Visvamitra, assisted by Satananda and 
other sages, commenced the rites of the marriage ceremony. 
They made an altar in the centre of the pavilion and adorned 
- it with wreaths of fragrant flowers. They placed round it 
golden ladles, perforated vases, and bowls filled with incense 
and offerings; plates of parched rice and corn, saffron and 
red ochre. The holy grass was laid as enjoined by rules and 
the Fire-god was invoked by chanting the sacred hymns. Then 
leading Sita, richly adorned, by the hand, Janaka placed her 
before the holy fire facing Rama and spake: 

“This beauteous Sita, my daughter, who will be your 
partner in your life, receive her from me. Clasp her hand in 
yours, and may every blessing attend you. Ever faithful to 
. you and bringing you good fortune, a she always follow 
you like your own shadow.” 
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So saying, Janaka poured holy water into Rama’s hands. 
As he did so the gods and sages applauded joyously from the 
skies: “Very good, very good’; the celestial drums boomed 
and there fell a shower of flowers. And Janaka’s face was 
bedewed with joy. 

He then said to Lakshmana : 

“Come, Lakshmana; be quick lest the auspicious hour 
be over. And take Urmila’s hand in yours.” 

Similarly, he invited Bharata and Satrughna to clasp the 
hand of his brother’s daughters respectively. | 

Then the four brothers with their brides went round the 
fire, saluted king Janaka and the sages; and further rites as 
enjoined by the scripture were also completed. As the rites 
were concluded, there fell a shower of flowers from the skies, 
and the sweet strains of heavenly instruments filled the air, 
while Gandharvas sang and Apsaras danced in joy. And the 
princes, after finally going thrice round the lighted altar with 
their brides, repaired to their residence followed by happy 
Dasaratha, his kinsmen and priests. 


17. PARASURAMA OR RAMA WITH THE AXE 


The next morning Dasaratha took leave of Janaka and 
started on his journey back to Ayodhya. To each of the four 
brides, Mithila’s lord gave lovingly, by way of dower, a 
hundred thousand cows, numerous precious rugs and rich 
dresses ; cars, elephants, horses and chariots; and a hundred 
maid servants. He also gave them countless silver and gold 
pieces and heaps of corals and pearls. With the sages in 
front of him and his army behind, Dasaratha proceeded to- 
wards his capital accompanied by his sons and their brides. 

In the course of their journey Dasaratha heard the 
piercing shrieks of birds and also noticed beasts rushing round 
them to the right. Full of anxiety, the king asked Vasishta : 
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“Pray, what could these omens bode—-one an evil omen 
and the other a fair one? I am somewhat alarmed 
by them.” 

And the sage answered in a heartening tone: 

“The cry of these birds speaks of coming evil, while 
the movement of the beasts indicates warding off that evil. 
So, O king, dismiss your fears.” 

Just then a fierce storm also broke out and it shook the 
earth and uprooted the trees all round. The sun lost its 
brightness. and everything was covered with dust. All bur 
the king, the princes and the hermits were stupefied for a 
while. And in that gloom there loomed before them the ter- 
rible figure of Jamadagni’s son, the slayer of Kshatriyas. With 
braids of twisted hair, there he was, standing firm as the 
Kailasa peak and glowing like the all-destroying fire at the 
end of an age. He bore an axe on his shoulders and held in 
his hand a bow and arrows which were dazzling like a mass 
of lightning. When Vasishta and the other sages saw him 
they said to themselves : 

“We hope that he is not out again to slay the race of 
Kshatriyas on whom he has already wreaked severe vengeance 
for slaying his sire.” 

They approached this fierce-looking scion of sage Bhrigu 
with the customary offerings, sweetly calling him “Rama, 
Rama”. Parasurama (Rama with the axe), as he was popu- 
larly known, received the gifts, and turning towards Dasa- 
ratha’s son he addressed him at once thus : 

“Rama, Dasaratha’s son, I have heard of your marvel- 
lous might, and I have also come to know of your bending 
and breaking the famous bow of Lord Siva—a remarkable 
and inconceivable feat—on learning which I have come here 
bringing another wonderful bow. Now give me an exhibi- 
tion of your strength by stringing this great bow which has 
been in our family and laying a shaft therein. After seeing 
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you: succeed in doing this, I shall give you’ a’ chance to engage 
me in single combat.” | 

Hearing this speech of Parasurama, Dasaratha’s heart 
was filled with fear. His face fell and he Bisa td pei 
to him : rt 

“© saint, you are a Brahmana am great bavi You have 
esate your calm and placid life after punishing the Ksha- 
triyas. Be’so gracious as to assure the safety of my children. 
Hailing from the house of sage Bhrigu, you laid all weapons 
aside before the gods and, after making over the earth which 
you’ had conquered to sage Kasyapa as gift, you retired to. 
Mahendra mountain to pursue your austerities. O great sage, 
have: you’ now returned to destroy me and all that is mine ? 
Were you to. slay Rama, you would be killing the rest of us 
too, for we cannot live without him.” tes 

But the son of Jamadagni heeded not the ais of the 
aged king and, addressing Rama, said thus: 

» “Fhe celestial: architect Viswakarma made two identi- 
cally wonderful bows, one of which was givén by the gods 
to’ Lord Vishnu and the other to Lord Siva. The bow which 
you broke the other day was that of Siva. When, in the fight 
of yore between Vishnu and Siva as to who was superior, 
Siva’s bow was. silenced and Siva himself was stupefied by 
Vishnu, Siva’ gave away his bow to the king of Videha 
whilethe-gods kept Vishnu’s bow in safe custody with sage 
Racheeka who passed it on to his son Jamadagni, my sire. 

And it happened’ that my’ sire was slain by treachery by 
the Kshatriya: Kartaviryarjuna. When I learnt this, I was 
filled with fury and vowed to avenge the wrong done to my 
sire: Accordingly, armed with Vishnu’s bow, which you see 
me holding, I killed many generations of kings and conquered © 
the whole world which I made over as gift to the high-souléd 
sage Kasyapa and retired to the Mahendra mountains. I came 
to:‘know of your breaking Siva’s bow from the gods who were 
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talking. excitedly over your great feat, and I have come down 
here in all haste to meet you. And now, Rama, as a truc 
‘Kshatriya, take hold of this bow and lay a shaft in it. If you 
_ can do:so, I shall .then give you the chance to engage in 
combat with me.” iy wey Byes 

Rama heard this proud challenge of Jarnadapni's son 
unperturbed and, out of reverence for his sire, ue with 
restraint : 

“OQ Brahmana, I have heard of the eee you did of old 
to avenge the wrong done to your sire arid I can understand 
your ire. But you seem to think poorly of me as a Kshatriya, 
weak and wanting in prowess. Now you will see my might.” 

So saying; he snatched the bow and arrow from Parasu- 
rama’s' Hands: .He quickly strung the bow, and laying the 
arrow in it ready for launching he spoke in fury: 

“© Parasurama, as you are a Brahmana and a relation 
of the venerable sage Visvamitra you afe worthy of rever- 
ence. And I am, therefore, loth to shoot at you a shaft which 
will end your life. Instead, I offer you two alternatives : you 
will be shorn of the special power which you have acquired 
by penance to move about freely; or the merit earned by 
your austerities will be destroyed. Say which you would 
choose. For, this divine shaft, which quells the pride of ail 
foes, cannot be let loose in vain, but would need an offering.” 

Then the gods led by the Creator and saints and other 
celestials arrived on the spot to view the marvellous scene 
of Rama handling the famous bow and meeting the challenge 
of Jamadagni’s son. 

And: suddenly, before Rama’s splendour, Parasurama felt 
his vigour ebbing away, and he stood powerless gazing at 
him for a while. Then, in a feeble voice, y, age Tessie lotus-eyed 
‘Rama, he’ said : 

“When I made over the lands I had conquered to Kas- 
yapa, he stipulated that I should never remain therein. Accord- 
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ingly I cannot rest on earth by night. So let my power to 
move at will be left unimpaired; and swift as thought, | 
shall go back to Mahendra mountain. But you may destroy 
the heavenly bliss I have won by years of penance. From 
your handling of this bow, I know that you are the Indes- 
tructible, the Lord of the gods, the slayer of the giant Madhu. 
And I am not ashamed of having been overcome by you. 
for you are verily the Lord of the triple world. Now, Rama, 
shoot that incomparable shaft and I shall proceed imme- 
diately to Mahendra, that best of mountains.” 

And, when Rama sped the shaft, Parasurama sang his 
praises and, after reverentially going round him, left for the 
hills. The darkness then lifted, and once again it was bright 
all round, while the assembled gods and saints glorified Rama 
for his wondrous deed. 

Then Rama approached Dasaratha who was sunk in 
dismay and said : 

“O sire, Bhrigu’s son has gone back, and now let the 
army proceed under your care to Ayodhya.” 

The king was overjoyed at hearing this. He drew Rama 
fondly to his bosom and pressed his forehead with his lips : 
and he felt as if they both had a fresh lease of life. 


18. BACK IN AYODHYA 


As the king’s party approached the city of Ayodhya 
they were met and welcomed by a goodly throng of the citi- 
zens. The city had been gaily decorated in honour of their 
return with the brides. Flags were flying everywhere. The 
sound of tabor and drum filled the air. The highway had 
been sprinkled with water, and lovely blossom had been scat- 
tered all along the way which was flocked with gay crowds 
eager to welcome their sovereign. And when the king entered 
the palace, queens Kausalya, Sumitra, Kaikeyi and other 
dames greeted the brides, Sita of high destiny, Urmila of grea: 
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‘ renown and also the two lovely daughters of Janaka’s bro- 
ther. Dressed in fine robes, they all went to the temple and 
did homage to the gods. After making obeisance to all to 
whom reverence was due and giving gifts of cows and gems 
to Brahmanas the brides repaired with their husbands to their 
palaces where they lived happily. And those princes, while 
enjoying the blessings of wedded life, wealth and the com- 
pany of good friends, continued at all times to attend lov: 
ingly on their aged sire. 

After some time, Bharata, accompanied by Satrughna, 
proceeded to visit his grand sire. And Rama and Lakshmana 
remained by the side of their god-like sire ever serving him. 
In obedience to his father’s wishes, Rama attended to the 
general weal of the people with great zeal. To his mothers 
also he was respectful and dutiful; and the elders were 
all duly honoured and served by him. And by his virtuous 
conduct Rama won the heart of his sire and of the people 
of the realm, and his fame spread everywhere. 

Many a season thus went by during which Rama enjoy- 
ed the perfect companionship of Sita, ever thinking of her 
and devoted to her. He loved her, for she was his good 
father’s choice, and her beauty and virtues endeared her all 
the more. Sita’s love and devotion for her lord was even 
greater. And each lived in the heart of the other in sweet 
communion. With the exquisitely charming daughter cf 
Janaka as his loving partner, Rama glowed with splendour 
like Lord Vishnu himself in the company of Lakshmi. 
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AYODHY A-KANDA 
1. MANDHARA MAKES MISCHIEF 


_ There was an old maid servant, Mandhara by name, of 
otigin unknown. She was the close companion of Queen 
Kaikeyi, the favourite wife of king Dasaratha. She happened 
one day to ascend to the lofty terrace of the palace, and she 
saw, spread below, the city of Ayodhya humming with excite- 
ment. And great was her astonishment on seeing that the 
streets had been watered and gaily decorated with flags and 
flowers in profusion. The highways and bye-ways were 
thronged with joyous crowds; and venerable Brahmanas 
stood sonorously chanting verses, holding garlands and auspi- 
cious articles in their hands; and sweet music filled the air. 
And she asked another maid servant who was nearby, ‘Pray, 
tell me how comes it that Rama’s mother is so happily dis- 
tributing largess to the people, and what is the occasion for 
their rejoicing ? Is the happy monarch celebrating anything 
in particular ?’ 

Beaming with happiness, the latter said to Mandhara, 
the hunch-back, “Do you not know that the king is going to 
instal Rama, the self-controlled, as the heir-apparent to the 
throne tomorrow ?” | 

Ill-shaped and wicked Mandhata was much upset by 
the news, and hurrying down in high dudgeon from the lofty 
terrace of the palace she made straight for the chamber ot 
Kaikeyi whom she found resting in bed. “Get up, foolish 
dame,” she said sharply. “How can you be lying down peace- 
fully when dire misfortune is staring you in the face? Pride 
not vainly on your good fortune which is bound to cease even 
like the water of a river in summer.” 

Although she was pained to hear these unpleasant words, 
Kaikeyi said softly, “O Mandhara, how pale and grief-stricken 
you look! Is anything amiss ?” 


48 AYODHYA-KANDA 


Mandhara was full of anger-at this mild reaction to 
her words. But, skilled in speech that she was, she continued 
to show deep concern for Kaikeyi’s welfare, while trying all 
the ‘time further to work up her passions and create ill-will 
towards Rama. 

“Dear lady, your ruin is imminent. King Dasaratha is 
going to instal Rama as heir-apparent to the throne,” she said. 
“On hearing this, unnerved and overwhelmed with sorrow, 
I have made haste to approach you for your good ; for, after 
all, Kaikeyi, believe me, your sorrow is mine; and I rise 
or fall with you. Born in a royal house and being the con- 
sort of a monarch, how is it you do not yet seem to under- 
stand the devious ways of statecraft ? Hypocrite and cruel 
that he is, your husband lulls you by his sweet words into 
believing that you are very dear to him, when he is all the 
while quietly advancing the cause of your rival Kausalya > 
and you are too innocent to see through his wiles. Having 
first cleverly got your son Bharata out of the way by sending 
him on a visit to your relations, your wicked husband is rais- 
ing Rama to the throne tomorrow. Thus, even as a serpent 
turns against the hand that has tended it, the king is requiet- 
ing you who have been a devoted wife to him and cherished 
him like a mother. Kaikeyi, the hour has struck for you to 
act; to act quickly in your interests and save yourself, save 
your son and me, your loyal servant.” 

But far from being disturbed by the tidings, as Man- 
dhara had expected, Kaikeyi was actually delighted to hear 
the news; and rising from her bed she presented her with 
a jewel and said: “Mandhara, you have brought me such 
happy news. What can I do for you? I have never made 
any difference between Rama and my own son Bharata. I am 
indeed glad that the king is making Rama his successor to 
the kingdom. You could nor have brought me better news. Ask 
me for another favour and I shall be happy to grant you.” 


\ 


MANDHARA MAKES MISCHIEF — AY? 


' Mandhara was beside‘herself with: rage at these un- 
expected words. She flung the jewel aside, ane in great anget 
and sorrow she spoke : 

“Foolish girl, ill-conceived is your joy. You little know 
that you ate being plunged into a sea of suffering. Sick as } 
am, with grief, I cannot still help laughing at you for your 
ill-timed joy. What sensible woman would be happy over 
the elevation of a rival’s son which may be even as death unto: 
her ? Remember, Rama would be mortally afraid of Bharata 
as the latter has also a claim to the throne; and Bharata, 
being a rival, may come to grief at his hands. This thought 
makes me sad, as those who fear are often most to be dread- 
ed. With her son in power and her rivals humbled, Kausalya 
is indeed a fortunate woman. And what would you be? A 
miserable maid servant at her beck and call like any of us ; 
and your son Bharata a minion of Rama to the great joy of 
Rama’s wife and to the dishonour of your own daughter-in-. 
law and her friends.” 

And to Mandhara who was thus dolefully upbraiding 
her, Kaikeyi further spoke extolling the virtues of Rama. 

“Rama,” she said, “is well versed in Dharma; has been 
taught by great preceptors; is ever grateful, truthful and of 
unblemished conduct; and he is, besides, the eldest son of- 
the king. He fully deserves, therefore, to be his successor. 
He is sure to look after his brothers and servants like a father.. 
Mandhara, why then should the news of Rama’s elevation 
alarm you? After Rama has ruled for a hundred years, 
Bharata will surely ascend the ancestral throne. Rama is as 
dear to me as Bharata himself and has great regard for me— 
yea, even more than he has for his own mother Kausalya. 
Indeed, Rama pppttete the ruler is as good as Bharata him- 
self becoming one.’ 

Mandhara was overwhelmed with sorrow at hearing this 


‘speech; and heaving a deep and hot sigh, she said: “O> 


50 AYODHYA-KANDA 


Kaikeyi, short-sighted and perverse creature, you seem to be 
utterly unable to know your own interests and to. visualise 
the ocean of trouble in which you will be submerged. If 
Rama becomes king, his successor will surely be his son and 
not his brothers ; and Bharata would be deprived of the throne 
for ever. My lady, not all the sons of a king can share the 
kingly powers as that would lead to chaos in the state; for 
that reason only the eldest son succeeds him ordinarily. That 
is the rule. Knowing all this, and in my zeal for you, I came 
tO warn you, but you seem to have misunderstood me. Mark 
my word, once Rama becomes king, he is sure to drive Bha- 
rata out of the kingdom or, worse still, get rid of him 
altogether. 

When he was still a little boy, you sent away Bharata 
(along with Satrughna) to his uncle’s house, thereby doing 
him a great dis-service. Had he remained here, who knows 
Rama might, by close association, have become attached ic 
him even as he is towards Lakshmana; for it is said that 
even among trees proximity breeds friendship. And just as 
a giant tree in the midst of prickly shrubs and bamboos 
escapes the wood-cutter’s axe, Bharata might also have been 
safe here in the company of Satrughna who is devoted io 
him. As things stand, however, it is certain that Rama will 
not do the least harm to Lakshmana; for, as all the world 
knows, they love each other like the twin Aswini gods. But 
there can be no doubr that he will cause harm to Bharata 
I think, therefore—and you will aiso no doubt agree—that 
in the circumstances it might be best for Bharata to make 
for the forest straight from his uncle's house. 

But if Bharata could now manage to succeed proper!y 
to the ancestral kingdom, great will be your gain and 
that of your kith and kin. For, believe me, your son Bha 
rata who deserves all that is best in life is the avowed enemy 
of Rama and will be his victim even as a majestic tusker 
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is stalked by, and falls a prey to, the lordly lion of the 
forest. It behoves you, Kaikeyi, to save him. 

And as for yourself, I repeat, ‘Would Kausalya, slighted 
by you in the past, proud of your good fortune, refrain from 
wreaking vengeance on you?’ In short, the moment that 
Rama comes into power, Bharata and you will both be 
reduced to servitude; and Bharata even runs the risk of 
being destroyed. I beseech you, therefore, dear lady, to pon- 
der well over the ways and means of securing the throne 
to your son now and banishing Rama forthwith from the 
kingdom.” 


2. KAIKEYTPS RESOLVE 


Realising at last the full import of Mandhara’s words, 
Kaikeyi, fuming with rage and breathing hard, said: 

“Rama shall go to the woods at once, and Bharata shall 
soon be installed instead. But, O Mandhara, tell me how 
best this can be achieved.” 

The evil-minded Mandhara, pleased with her success, 
replied : | 

“I shall tell you how Bharata alone can be made to 
get the kingdom. Do you not remember, or only pretend 
not to remember, what you said to me yourself some 
time ago? Perhaps you wish the ‘suggestion to come from 
me. If you care to hear it, I shall tell you and you can think 
over it.” 

Kaikeyi raised herself slightly from her bed and eagerly 
said : “Do tell me, Mandhara.” 

Mandhara proceeded: “Listen, Kaikeyi. In the strug- 
gle of old between the gods and demons, your husband went 
to fight on the side of the gods taking you along with him. 
When, after fighting heroically, he was severely hurt and 
fell unconscious in his chariot and was still being attacked, 
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you boldly took him away from the battlefield, tended on 
him and saved him. Pleased with the service you had ren- 
‘dered, the king gave you two boons, and you told him that 
you would avail yourself of the favours when the occasion 
arose for doing so. I could have no direct knowledge of this. 
I know it only because you once mentioned it to me yourself 
in all friendliness. You might now ask the king to imple- 
ment the boons by installing Bharata as the heir-apparent 
and by sending Rama away to the wilderness for fourteen 
years. During this period Bharata can win over the people 
and establish himself firmly in the state. 

I suggest, therefore, that you should now retire to the 
special sick-chamber (known as the ‘Chamber of wrath’), 
and wearing soiled clothes and with your hair dishevelled 
stretch yourself on the hard bare ground. When your hus- 
band comes to see you, remain lying on the ground crying bit- 
terly and take no notice of him or speak to him. That you 
re ever dear to him I have no doubt ; he will not go against 
your wishes and would be prepared even to throw himself 
into the fire for your sake; for know, Kaikeyi, such is the 
hold you have on him. He may try to tempt you away from 
your main purpose by offering you gold, precious stones and 
costly dress; but be firm and ask him for the two proferred 
boons and make sure that the promise he may make is bind- 
‘ing on him. It seems to me that this is the moment for you 
tO act.” 

So said the scheming Mandhara, and Kaikeyi was 
-enitrely deceived by her seemingly good plan which, in truth, 
was fraught with evil. And so attracted and delighted was 
she with the sinister design that she said to her admiringly : 

“CO Mandhara, I never knew that you were such a great 
and wise counsellor. You must indeed be the wisest hunch-back 
on.earth. Even I, his beloved queen, was quite unaware of the 
“king’s move to instal Rama. But you, ever devoted to me 
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and ever my well-wisher, noticed it and have luckily put me 
‘on my guard, for which I am thankful to you. When Bharata 
is raised to the throne and Rama is exiled I shall adorn your 
breast with chains wrought from the finest gold; you shall 
go about bejewelled and decked in costly attire like a celes- 
tial maid; and, with a face vying with the moon in beauty, 
you shall move proudly and gracefully before your foes. 
Your relations, also decked with ornaments, shall wait on 
you even as you do on me.” 

Mandhara then said: “Now make haste, madam, lest it 
be too late. What is gained by building a bund after the floods 
have subsided ? Retire at once to the inner apartment and 
wait for the king to see you.” 

A starless sky covered with thick darkness, even such: 
was Kaikeyi as she lay in the sick room with a face clouded 
by anger, all her brilliant jewels discarded and her mind 
poisoned. 


3. DASARATHA’S DILEMMA 


Meanwhile, king Dasaratha was busy making arrange- 
ments for Rama’s installation. After giving directions to ail 
concerned, he hurried to the magnificent palace of his beloved 
~ Queen Kaikeyi to give her the pleasant news. But he was 
surprised and pained at not finding her in the apartments 
where she always used to wait at that hour to welcome him ; 
and, learning from the door-keeper that the queen had retired 
in great distress, he was grief-stricken. With failing limbs he 
proceeded to the inner chambers and was shocked to find his 
youthful wife, bent on sin, who was dearer to him than life 
itself, lying on the floor like a tender creeper torn and cast on 
the ground, or like a nymph fallen from the heavens, or a 
deer trapped in the net. Full of concern, he approached her 
and, like a tusker in the forest trying to soothe its mate pierced 
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by the hunter’s poisoned barb, he gently touched her with his 
loving hands and said : 

“O dearest, why are you angry? Who has been 
speaking ill of you? Has anyone been rude to you? 
It breaks my heart to see you lying on the dusty 
ground. Tell me what ails you. There are eminent 
physicians in the court who will cure you. Do you wish anv- 
one to be favoured or disgraced? Now, Kaikeyi, please do 
not cry and tire yourself. I and all my relations are at your 
service. I should not like in the least to go against youz 
wishes. Pray, tell me what you want and I solemnly promise 
that you shall have it. You know fully my might and power. 
I am the monarch of this wide world—to its farthest limits, 
and you may have anything you want from its vast treasures. 
And, auspicious dame, do get up now and tell me what has 
frightened you, and your fears will be removed even as the 
sun drives away the mist.” 

Thus spoke the king trying to console her, but Kaikeyi, 
bent on her evil design, proceeded to goad him further so as 
to secure her evil purpose. 

“My lord, I am neither ill nor have I been slighted by 
anyone,” she said to the love-lorn monarch. “But I have a 
prayer to make, which I wish you to grant. If you are pre- 
pared to do so, pledge: me your solemn word and I shall then 
tell you what it 1s.’ 

’ Smiling, the king held her curls atecaniee in tes hands 
and said: “Simple soul, do you not know that there. is no 
woman in the whole world dearer to me than you, nor any 
man nobier than Rama. By that Rama, invincible and high- 
souled, my darling son without seeing whom I cannot live for 
a moment, and for whom I am prepared to sacrifice myself 
ahd my other children, even by that Rama, I swear that I 
shall comply with your wishes. And now tell me what you 
wish me to do and it shall be done.” 
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Kaikeyi was overjoyed that her object was now sure to 
be fulfilled, and she spoke these terrible words which were 
like meeting Death itself : 

“O king, you have duly pledged to grant my prayer. Let 
all the thirty-three gods, including Agni (fire), and let the 
sun, moon, sky, planets, day and night, the earth, the house- 
hold gods and all living things bear witness to your oath. Ye 
gods, know ye that the ever-truthful, illustrious, and righteous 
king is, in good faith, granting my request.” 

Having thus secured from the king, blinded by infatua- 
tion, a firm commitment, she continued : 

“O king, call back to your mind the incident during 
the war between the gods and demons when, hard-pressed by 
the enemy, your life was in danger, how I saved you by my 
watchful care of you. Pleased with my services you then offer- 
ed me two boons, which I reserved to be availed of on a 
future occasion. Those boons, O my righteous lord, I now 
beg of you graciously to grant. If, after solemnly promising 
to grant my wishes, you fail to do so, I shall give up my life 
at once for having been fooled by you.” 

Thus, even like an animal falling into a snare, did Dasa 
ratha find himself bound hand and foot by the artful speech 
of Kaikeyi who said further : 

“And the boons that I now ask for accordingly are : One 
is, O monarch and my lord, that in the arrangements already 
made for Rama’s installation, Bharata should be anointed in. 
stead ; and the other is that Rama should be banished to the 
Dandaka Forest to live there as a hermit for fourteen years, 
clad in bark and deer skin and with his hair unkempt, so that 
Bharata may enjoy the land without a rival. This is my 
heart’s desire, and I am only craving for the fulfilment of 
the boons already vouchsafed to me. Monarch of monatrchs,. 
ever true to your word, it behoves you now to keep your plight- 
ed word and thus save the honour of your house, save your 
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reputation and your own soul. Have not the great Reshis oF 
yore said that Truth is the best means of salvation for man.’ 


4. DASARATHA APPEALS IN VAIN 


Hearing those cruel words of Kaikeyi, the king was 
stunned for a while. Gathering himself however he wonder- 
ed: “Ah, what am I hearing? Am I dreaming? Or is it 
an. illusion ? Am I out of my senses ? Could it be any dis- 
ease of the brain ?” . 

So shocked was he that he went into a swoon from 
which he recovered after some time ; and like a deer terrified 
at the sight of a tigress, the king in great distress sank to the 
ground. And furious like a venomous snake confined under 
a charm he then burst out: “Oh, fie upon you,” and re- 
lapsed into a swoon. 

; », Recovering after a long time, burning with rage and 
An eyes glowing as if they would consume her, he said to 
-Kaikeyi : ) 

“You monster, you vile creature, the ruin of this house, 
wretch, what wrong have I or Rama done you? Whence 
this bitecrness against Rama who has. been dutiful to you as 
if you were his own mother ? Fool was I to have taken into 
my house for my utter destruction a deadly she-serpent in the 
guise of a princess. When the whole world is extolling Rama 
for his -virtues, on what pretext can I give up my _ beloved 
son ?-] am prepared to give up even Kausalya and Sumitra— 
aye, my life and all my wealth, but not my darling Rama. 
The world may exist without the sun, the plant without 
water, but without Rama I cannot live. Oh, evil one, 
enough of this. I ask you on my bended knees to think no 
more of this cruel. idea. Have pity on me. | 

O wicked woman, what has led you to behave cruelly 
like this 2 Could it be that you merely want to put my love 
for Bharata to the test ? Oh, all the praise that you have so 
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long been showering on Rama that he is noble and most 
righteous, it'now seems, has been ‘but hollow words meant to 
flatter me and humour Rama to sefve you. - | 
Perhaps you have been put up to this by some mischief- 
mongers ; else such language from you is unthinkable. For 
never in the past have you been unreasonable or done me any 
harm. O Kaikeyi, oft have you not told me yourself that 
Rama was’ as dear to you as Bharata. And yet how can you 
have the heart to send the high-souled and tender-bodied 
Rama to the wilds for fourteen years ? Rama has always shown 
more solicitude for you than even your own son Bharata. [n- 
déed, among all my children, who is there, more dutiful, mote 


respectful, more obedient and more — to you ‘than 
Rama? : } 


_ Pure of: soul and ever compassionate to all creatures, 
Rama, that’ best of men, has won the hearts of the people by 
hhis sweet speech.; won this and the other world by his right- 
eousnéss ; ‘the poor by his gifts, the teachers by his. service ; 
and. conquered his enemies with his weapons. A friend to 
all, he is blest with truth, charity, austerity and knowledge. 
How can you speak ill of that Rama, open-hearted, like unto 
‘God ‘and illustrious’ as the great sages ? And how can [ for 
' your sake find any fault in Rama of unblemished conduct ? 
Woe is me! How can I be without that Rama, the personifi- 
cation of self-denial, self-control, gratitude and harmlessness ? 

O Kaikeyi, do have pity on an old man whose end is 
nearing and who is: humbly imploring you. All my wealth. 
in this world up to the farthest limit of the seas is yours. Be 
gtacious ;’ look, here I prostrate myself at your feet. Save 
Rama and save me from committing sin.’ ay 

‘To'the king ‘who, stupefied with grief, was Bhs writh- 
ing on the ground and begging her, again and again, to res- 
cue him from the ocean of sorrow,. the heartless Kaikeyi 
spoke ‘these harsh words: - | 
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“O king, if after promising me two boons you. now 
think of recanting, how can you have the face to stand be- 
fore the world any longer as the bulwark of righteousness ? 
What will you say when this subject is broached in any 
assembly of royal sages? Would you not be ashamed to 
confess that you have not been true to the pledge given to 
her to whose efforts and loving care you owe your life ? 
Tarnish not the fair name of royalty for truth by breaking 
your word. Recall how in the past King Saibya gave away 
his own body’s flesh to the hawk to keep his promise to 
save the bird; how Alarka gave away his eyes and attain- 
ed to heaven ; and how the Ocean King abides by his word 
and does not overflow the shores. Even like these kings of 
yore do you also be true to your word. 

Crooked man, regardless of truth and honour, you 
wish to raise Rama to the throne and live happily for ever 
with Kausalya. I tell you that, be it right or wrong, truth 
or otherwise, my request for the grant of the promised boons 
stands. Should you still instal Rama, take heed that I shall, 
here and now, take poison and put an end to myself before 
you. I would rather die than see Rama’s mother lording it 
over all even for a day. O king, I swear in the name of my 
son Bharata and myself that nothing short of Rama’s banish- 
ment will satisfy me.” 

The king was so dazed by these unpleasant words that 
for a moment he could hardly speak. At the thought of the 
terrible resolve of Kaikeyi he heaved a deep sigh of distress 
and collapsed on the ground like a tree falling under the 
axe, uttering ‘O Rama’. A mad man without self-control, 
with a heated brain like one in high fever and helpless like 
a snake under a charm—even such was the state of Dasa. 
ratha. And addressing Kaikeyi, he said with difficulty : 

“Where on earth did you get this idea seemingly good 
for you but fraught with evil, and how strange that you 
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should be ranting thus like one possessed, lost to all sense 
of decency ? What a change from the once simple girl I 
had taken you for? If you really mean well by your hus- 
band, by the world and Bharata, pray do not be perverse. 
Wretch, I ask you again: What have I or Rama done to 
displease you ? | 

Further, listen, I am sure that Bharata will not accept 
the crown as he is even more righteous than Rama and 
would refuse to take what properly belongs to the latter. 
And Rama’s installation was decided upon after careful 
thought and had also the approval of friends. To go back 
on it would be as humiliating as to see an army beating an 
inglorious retreat before a victorious enemy. Would I not 
become the laughing stock of the royal guests who have 
come to grace the occasion ? “How could such an idiot of 
a descendent of the great Ikshvaku have ruled so long ?,” 
they would say in disgust. What shall I reply to the old, the 
wise and the learned if they should ask about Rama? Would 
I not be considered guilty of breaking the promise to instal 
Rama ? 

And what would Kausalya think of me when she hears 
about Rama’s banishment, and how can I justify my action 
to her ? She has been everything to me as needed; waited 
on me like a slave, has been a friend, a wife, sisterly in affec- 
tion and like unto a mother in looking after me. Ever my 
well-wisher, the mother of a son who is the darling of all, 
sweet-speeched and worthy of being honoured; and yet I 
neglected that Kausalya for your sake. And now as I recall 
the loving attention I paid you, indeed I feel miserable like 
a sick man repenting and suffering for having eaten un- 
wholesome food. 

And poor Sita, is she fated to witness a double tragedy, 
the banishment of her lord and my own death? Separated 
from Rama and with poor Sita wasting away before my eyes 
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with grief I shall not last long. False woman, duped so long 
by your feigned solicitude for me, I see you at last in your 
true colours even as a drunkard discovers too late the deadly 
poison mixed in the inviting drink. And as a hunter lures. 
animals to their doom by his melody, even so you have been. 
fooling a fond husband and killing him with hollow wokrds.. 
Methinks this misfortune is the fruit of my misdeeds in the 
‘past. 


Alas, the high-souled Rama is going to be made father-. 
less by me. If he were to be asked by me to go to the wilder- 
ness he would never say nay. How I wish he refused to go.. 
But he is too dutiful to disobey me. The people will look. 
upon me with contempt for driving Rama away for the sake 
of a woman, and that evil reputation will soon kill me. I 
know not what dark design you have in mind for the others 
near and dear to me, for Kausalya, Sumitra, Lakshmana and’ 
Satrughna who, under the weight of their sorrow, will soon: 
follow me. Consigning us all to the nether world, be you 
happy to your heart’s content as the ruler of the fair domain 
of the illustrious house of Ikshvaku. now, alas, going to be 
rent in confusion without me and Rama. And were Rama’s 
banishment to find favour with Bharata, I forbid that he pro-- 
pitiate my manes. 

Oh, how can Rama walk barefooted in the wilderness. 
—Rama who is used to moving about in chariot or riding on. 
elephants or horses? Ever served by attendants who vied 
with one another in entertaining him with delicacies and rare 
viands; how can he subsist on the scanty fare that the forest 
provides ? How can he lie down on the bare ground clad in 
coarse saffron cloth—he who always wore the costliest of 


dresses ?. : 
Shame on women! They are ever foolish and: selfish— 
not all, but this mother of Bharata I mean. 
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Foul fiend, tormenter of the distressed, strange it 1S, 
indeed, that those teeth of yours have not broken and drop- 
ped from your mouth in thousand bits for ridiculing me. Thou 
disgrace of the house of Kaikeya, come what may; you may 
be reduced to ashes in blazing fire; you may break into a. 
thousand pieces and lie low on the ground but I will not 
comply with your cruel wishes. 

O Kaikeyi, without Rama I cannot live; without him 
how can I have any joy ? Do not make me unhappy. Be: 
gracious. Here, once again, I fall at your feet.” 


5. RAMA IS SUMMONED 


_ Thus lay the king on the ground, even like Yayati, his: 
great ancestor, who fell from heaven after the merit of his: 
good deeds was all exhausted. And to him the wicked, insc- 
lent and fearless Kaikeyi, without a thought for the sorrow- 
ing king, said reiterating her demands: “O king, you pride: 
yourself on being a man of your word and strict in conduct. 
How then could you wish to break your promise to me ?” 

Hearing Kaikeyi’s taunts, the king was stunned for a 
while, and he then said in great passion : 5 

“After being childless for a long time I was at last for- 
tunate in getting a son as a result of my austerities and offer- 
ings to the gods; and how can I tiow banish that guiltless 
son, that Rama, that hero gifted with so many virtues ? Better 
far that I die before I do him any injustice and become a 
byword both among gods and men.” 

While Dasaratha was thus weeping and wailing, know- 
ing not what to do, the sun began to set and night was covet- 
ing the earth. But the moon adorning the sky shone not for 
him. Gazing intently at the sky, the aged king said plain- 
tively: “O star-spangled night, I humbly salute you. Take 
pity on me and let not dawn break, for I have no wish to set 
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my eyes on this heartless wretch Kaikeyi who is causing me 
so much woe.” 


Then turning to Kaikeyi he again appealed to her with 
folded hands : 

“O Kaikeyi, deign to be gracious to me—your king, 
righteous and humble, who looks to you for refuge and whose 
time is nearing. Believe me, the plan to instal Rama was not 
hatched in secret; and, dear girl, good-hearted that you are, 
forgive me for not telling it to you in advance. Let the king- 
dom be indeed as a gift from you to Rama, which will greatly 
redound to your credit; and you will also be making me, 
the people, the preceptor and Bharata happy.” 

But the wicked Kaikeyi was not moved in the least by 
his prayer and she fearlessly replied to the king who was 
writhing on the ground : 

“O king, you first pledge to give me the boon I may 
ask for and then wish to go back on it. You are thus com. 
mitting a great sin and it is quite unworthy of a king. The 
righteous hold that truth is the highest of duties. 


Being devoted to truth, I am, therefore, compelled to 
ask you to keep your word. Truth is the only way to salva- 
tion; in truth alone is justice rooted ; and our scriptures are 
the expression of truth which pervades the whole world. O 
best of men, if, therefore, you wish to do your duty, be true 
to your word and send Rama to the wilderness. Thrice do I 
repeat this prayer. Should you fail to grant it, my Lord, spurn- 
ed by you, I shall die before your very face.” 

The night wore on in this manner with the miserable 
king struggling in vain to escape from the toils of Kaikeyi 
even as King Bali of yore could not extricate himself from 
the promise he gave to Vamana. And when dawn broke, with 
Kaikeyi still adamant, the king mustering courage said in des- 
peration : 
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“You sinner, you whose hand I roa s in aii solem- 
nity before the fire as witness, I renounce and also Bharata, 
the son born of that wedlock. The night is now over, and 
with the rising of the sun, the priests will soon be summon- 
ing me for the installation ceremonies. But let these arrange- 
ments be now availed of for the performance, instead, of my 
funeral obsequies by Rama. It pleases me not that you and 
your son Bharata should offer oblations to my departed spirit. 
Oh, how can I bear to see the disappointment of the peopie 
who have been eagerly looking forward to Rama’s insralla- 
tion ?” 

The wicked Kaikeyi, wild with fury, said : “O king, whar 
words are these which are even like those from the mouth 
of a person who had drunk poison! Pray, sir, send for Rama ; 
instal my son; rid me of enemies by banishing Rama and 
you will then : fulfilling your promise.” 

Goaded thus by Kaikeyi’s words, like a spirited steed 
lashed by its rider, Dasaratha at last said to her in sheer 
despair : : 

“So be it. [ am bound by the inexorable laws of Dharme 
and have no choice in the matter. Let me now see my eldest 
son, my dear and noble son Rama ?” 

Meanwhile, the sage Vasishta, the high priest of the 
royal family, had arrived at the palace with his disciples ; and 
Sumantra, the king’s aged charioteer and Minister-in-waiting 
who had the privilege of access to the royal presence at all 
times, entered the king’s apartments to announce his arrival. 
Approaching the king, who seemed to be still resting, he tricd 
to wake him up by singing his praises proper to the occasion. 

“O king,” he said, “as the ocean sparkles when the san 
rises, do thou also wake up full of joy; as Matali, Indra‘s 
charioteer, chanted to wake up Indra at dawn so do I also 
wake you up. And as Indra conquered the demons, may you 
also be victorious. Even as the sun rises resplendent from 
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the Meru mountain do thou also rise to attend to the auspi- 
ious ceremonies. O scion of the house of Ikshvaku, may Sun, 
Moon, Shiva, Kubera, Varuna and Agni bless you with suc- 
cess. The hour for Rama’s installation is nearing, and wor- 
shipful Vasishta, revered by one and all, with his retinue’ of 
Brahmanas is. waiting for you, and your instructions for 
Starting the ceremonies are urgently solicited. Where a king 
is not present before the eyes of the people, that countty is 
verily like cows without the cowherd, like an army :without 
a’ leader or the night without the moon.” | 
Sumantra’s words only made the king more miserable 
and he murmured: “O Sumantra, your words have pierced 
me to. the quick.” | : vy, H 
Seeing the sad plight of the king, the courtier discreetly 
drew back a little. But observing that the king was finding 
it difficult to explain the position, shrewd Kaikeyi intervened 
AtroOnce dtidisatd 22) nie 2x 
“Sumantra, the king has been so excited over Rama's 
installation that he slept not a wink and is, therefore, stil} 
drowsy. Go, therefore, and fetch the noble Rama _ here 
speedily. This is no time to discuss the matter further.” 
Sumantra thought that the good king must be really 
tired and that Kaikeyi was only urging him to bring Rama 
for his installation. Happy in this thought, he left the belace 
in all alacrity to fetch Rama. 


6. RAMA ARRIVES 


~ No sooner had Sumantra arrived at the mansion of 
Rama than he ‘was ushered into the presence of Rama who 
received warmly this trusted counsellor of his father. Greet- 
ing ‘Rama respectfully: Sumantra ‘said : 

~ “O delight of the Raghus, fortunate indeed is Katie 
in a etins such a son. Dear prince, your sire and queen Kai- 
keyi wish to see you.’ Please go to them quickly.” 
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Rama was delighted at receiving the message and said 
‘to Sita: 

“My dear, I am sure that the king and the queen must 
be discussing about my installation. Mother Kaikeyi, who 
is devoted to the king and is ever my well-wisher, must have 
been happy to hear about it and must be counselling the 
king to set about briskly doing the needful for my good. 
The king is certain to instal me immediately as the Yuva- 
raja. I shall be happy to go and see him at once; mean- 
while, yon had better be amusing yourself with ioe com- 
-panions.” 

The dark-eyed Sita, esteemed by her husband, said to 
him : 

“Happy indeed am I to see that as Lord Brahma per- 
formed the coronation ceremony of Indra, even so the king 
is getting venerable Brahmanas to celebrate your consecta- 
tion. I shall do homage to you by feasting my eyes on seeing 
you engaged in performing the ceremonies, clad in the finest 
deer-skin with a horn of the deer in your hand, and pure 
of spirit. May the four Regents of the earth, Indra in the 
East, Yama in the South, Varuna in the West and Kubera | 
in the North protect you.” 


Invoking benedictions in this manner, Sita attended her 
lord to the outer door-steps to see him off. 


Like a lion emerging from its cave and descending 
from the mountain, Rama came out of the palace, and after 
greeting those assembled in the courtyard he stepped into 
his chariot.. Covered with tiger-skin, plated with gold and 
studded with gems that excellent chariot which glistened like 
the sun itself and, as it rolled, made a sound deep as thunder 
was drawn by swift steeds, strong and majestic as young 
elephants. Behind Rama sat Lakshmana holding aloft the 
royal umbrella over his brother. As the chariot began to 
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move, the people that had gathered outside sent forth a loud 
applause. Horses of the finest breed and elephants huge as 
mountains followed the chariot by thousands, while in front 
of it marched well-appointed warriors with bows and drawn 
swords, with the band playing sweet music and bards sing- 
ing the praise of Rama. The balconies and terraces of the 
houses outside the palace were filled with women gaily 
attired, and they showered flowers on Rama. And from 
their mouths and those of the people below came the praises 
of their adored prince : 


“O joy of mother’ Kausalya,” they said, “happy, indeed, 
must be Kausalya to see her son installed as successor to 
the ancestral throne. And Sita, that best of women, must 
surely have earned great merit in her former life to become 
your beloved consort, even as Rohini is the favourite wife 
of the Moon.” 


As he wended his way through the decorated highway 
of the city to his father’s palace, surging and joyous crowds 
greeted him with acclamations, and the assembled Brahmanas 
and friends gave him their benedictions; and they all ex- 
tolled him saying : 


“O scion of Raghu, consecrated as heir-apparent today, 
may you tread the path of your glorious ancestors and rule 
over the kingdom. Happy as we have been under the benign 
rule of your forbears, we hope to be happier still in your 
reign. Blessed are we that it should be given to us to see 
you elevated to the throne.” 


Through such scenes of enthusiasm and tumultous wel- 
come did Rama pass before he reached the royal palace. 
Leaving his retinue behind, he then walked alone through 
the inner court of the mansion and entered the royal apart- 
ments, while the people outside waited eagerly for his return 
even as the ocean waits for the rising of the moon. 
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7. THE SENTENCE 


On approaching his father, Rama found him looking 
pale and sitting in utter dejection. He first fell at his feet and 
then at the feet of Kaikeyi who was with him. Full of tears, 
the king could neither see nor speak beyond murmuring 
“O Rama”. 


Seeing the unusual and fierce look on the face of the 
king, Rama too was alarmed as if he had trodden on a ser- 
pent. Like the sun with its radiance lost when eclipsed by 
Rahu, like the ocean shaken by a storm and festooned with 
billows or like a sage stricken with remorse for telling an 
untruth, even so the king was lying there looking faded and 
miserable ; so shocked, grief-stricken and care-worn was Dasa- 
ratha. Rama was sorely disturbed in mind at finding his dear 
father looking so inexplicably forlorn and thought within 
himself : “How is it that he is not pleased at the sight of me 
today ? At other times, even when he was ‘in anger, he used 
to brighten up immediately he saw me. Why then is he so 
sullen today on seeing me and why does he not greet me as 
usual ?” | 


With grief and disappointment writ on his face, he turn- 
ed towards Kaikeyi and anxiously and humbly asked 
her : | | 

“O mother, have I unwittingly offended father in any 
way ? Pray, tell me why he is angry. Please get him to fo;- 
give me. Ever fond of me how is it that he is now so deject- 
ed, and why does he not deign to speak to me? I hope he 
is not sick in body or mind, for it is not given to mortals to 
be happy for ever. I hope nothing is amiss with handsome 
Bharata, mighty Satrughna or my mothers. Kausalya and 
Sumitra. I would sooner die than hurt my father’s feelings by 
displeasing him or failing to do his bidding. One owes one’s 
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being to the sire, and how can any one disobey a father who 
is god-personified to his sons ?” 


“Or could it be that any harsh words uttered by you in 
a fit of anger or from solicitude for him has wounded his 
heart ? O mother, do tell me what seally is the cause of the 
unusual change that has come over the king.” 

To this appeal of the high-souled prince, Kaikeyi bra- 
zenly and firmly replied : 

“O Rama, the king is neither angry nor ailing. But 
there is a matter about which he is afraid of speaking to you 
as it May give pain to you, his dear son. It relates to a pledge 
given by him to me of old which needs to be honoured by 
you. But like vulgar folk, he now regrets having to fulfil 
it—but too late, even as a person sets about building an em- 
bankment when the water has all escaped. As the righteous 
know full well, truth is the very foundation of Dharma. I 
ask you, therefore, Rama, so to act in this matter as to save 
the king from breaking his promise for your sake. If you 
assure me that you are prepared to fulfil the king’s wishes, 
be they good or bad, I shall tell you the whole story. The 
king finds it hard to speak to you on the subject himself. 1 
am, therefore, constrained on his behalf to mention it to you 
and I am sure it will not be in vain.” | 

Rama was pained to hear these words and said : 


“O mother, I beg of you to refrain from casting doubts 
on my readiness to do his bidding. If my father who is my 
preceptor, king and well-wisher, al! in one, so desires I am 
prepared even to throw myself into a blazing fire or swallow 
deadly poison or drown myself in the sea. Please tell me 
what his commands are and I swear they shall be carried out. 
Rama is not the man to go back on his word.” 


Then wicked Kaikeyi spoke these cruel words to guile- 
less Rama of true speech : 
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“O Raghava, in the battle of yore between the gods and 
demons when your father was sorely pressed by the enemy 
and was covered with arrows and missiles, I saved him, and. 
he then agreed to give me any two boons that I desired. I ain 
now claiming their fulfilment and am accordingly asking him 
first that Bharata should be made the Yuvaraja and, secondly, 
that you should be banished to the Dandaka forest. If you 
wish your father and yourself to be true to your vows, then 
betake yourself under his orders to the forest for fourteen 
years wearing matted hair and clad in deer skin. And let the 
arrangements made for your consecration be diverted instead 
for my son Bharata’s installation. It is because of this that 
the tender-hearted king, overcome with pity for you, has been 
unable to meet your eyes or greet you as usual. And Rama, 
delight of the house of Raghu, I ask you to honour his will 
and thus save his soul.” 

While Kaikeyi spoke these bitter words, Rama remained 
calm and composed. But the aged king was writhing with 
agony. And, without being ruffled in the least by her cruel 
speech, Rama answered : 

“So be it, mother; but I should like to know why the 
king does not greet me as before. Please be not offended. Be 
assured that, as directed by the king, I shall set out for the 
forest. But why does not my sire tell me directly that he 
wants to instal Bharata? His reticence vexes me greatly ; 
for, unasked, I am ever ready, for the sake of brother Bharata, 
gladly to give up dear Sita, the kingdom, my life, wealth and 
evety other desirable thing. Can there be any doubt then 
about my willingness to honour the king’s pledge and to 
please you ? Let him not grieve, but let messengers mounted 
on swift horses be sent quickly to fetch Bharata. I shall im- 
mediately betake myself to the forest in unquestioning obedi- 
ence to the commands of my sire.” : 

Kaikeyi’s heart was now full of joy and she said : 
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“Rama, make haste and go. It is not meet that you 
should tarry. The king is ashamed to speak to you. Be not 
angry. Until you leave the city for the forest, your father 
will neither bathe nor eat.” 

Hearing this, the king collapsed on his bed in a swoon. 
Rama gently lifted him up; and, stung by her speech like a 
horse goaded by lashes, Rama made haste to leave. And, in 
spite of her cruel words, he said to her without any resent- 
ment : 


“Mother, believe me, I would not abide in this world 
for mere earthly gain; but like a Rishz I shall ever be true 
to duty. Know that I am prepared to lay down my life itself 
to carry out my revered father’s will. Methinks there can be 
no higher duty than that of serving one’s father and obeying 
him. Further, if that was your wish, I should have been ready 
to go into exile even without a word from him. I am pained, 
therefore, that you should not have thought me to possess 
that much of virtue. Please give me just enough time to take 
leave of my mother Kausalya and to console Sita; and I 
shall then be gone to the dark wilds this very day.” 


So saying, Rama reverently touched the feet of his father 
who had burst into tears and, unable to control his grief, 
was sobbing loudly. He also touched the feet of the unworthy 
Kaikeyi, walked round both and then left the palace. 

Coming outside, he cast an indifferent look at the auspi- 
cious things that had been assembled for his consecration, and 
in his heart sincerely wished Bharata well. He dispensed with 
all the pomp that had attended him on his journey to thie 
palace—the decorated umbrella and the chariot; and, per- 
fectly self-controlled, he greeted his friends and proceeded to 
his mother’s abode. And his friends discerned not in his coun- 
tenance any sign of the grievous blow he had received. Indeed, 
his cheerfulness was natural to him, as the brightness of the 
moon in a cloudless sky. 
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8. KAUSALYA’S GRIEF 


Accompanied by Lakshmana, Rama soon entered his 
mother’s mansion. Unlike her husband, Kausalya had spent 
a peaceful night. Clad in linen and looking like a goddess, 
though worn out with religious fasting, she had been busy 
from dawn worshipping God Vishnu and invoking His bless- 
ings for Rama’s prosperity. No sooner did she behold Rama 
than, like a mare approaching its young one, she rushed to- 
wards him in joy and, taking him in her arms, said affec- 
tionately : ‘Son, may you be blessed with years, name and 
fame like your noble and high-souled ancestors. Go and see 
your father, the righteous king of true vows, and he is going 
to instal you now as his heir.” 

Modest by nature and respecttul to her as his mother, 
Rama said with folded hands : 

“O mother, you seem to be quire unaware of the terrible 
misfortune that has befallen, fraught with evil to you, Sita 
and Lakshmana. The king is going to instal Bharata as the 
Yuvaraja and banishing me to the wilderness where I have 
to live as an ascetic for fourteen years suas DS on such 
scanty fare as the forest provides.” 

So shocked was Kausalya by this news that she fell to 
the ground like a branch of a Sal tree lopped off with an axe 
or like a celestial Apsara thrown out of heaven. Rama helped 
her to recover and gently wiped her body which was covered 
with dust even like a mare begrimed by sinking on the ground 
under a load too heavy to bear. And to Rama thus minister- 
ing to her, Kausalya, deserving of all good fortune, said in 
distress : 

“O son, O Raghava, would I had not borne you, for | 
might then have been spared this suffering. After all, a bar- 
ren woman grievyes only over beinz childless and over no- 
thing else. Long denied the joy ot married life in the past 
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when my husband was young, and deprived of his love, I was 
hoping that with the birth of my son at least I should see 
better days. Much have I suffered at the hands of the co- 
wives with whose barbed words-I have had to put up, senior 
wife though I was and better than they. Can anything worse 
happen to a woman ? When I thus stand slighted even while 
you are near me, imagine my state when your back is turned. 
I must surely die, neglected as I am by my husband. I am 
utterly helpless and I shall be no better than Kaikeyi’s ser- 
vants or perhaps worse. And for fear of displeasing Bharata, 
none would care to serve me or obey me. Fallen low how 
can I bear ‘the bitter taunts of irascible Kaikeyi? Rama, it — 
is now seventeen years since I gave birth to you, and all these 
long years I have been patiently hoping that my misery would 
soon end. Alas, in vain. I cannot endure this heavy load of 
sorrow any more; and, indeed, how can I pass my wretched 
days without seeing your face radiant as the full moon. You 
were brought up by my unfortunate self who, for your sake, 
Observed severe austerities and fasts, gave gifts and offered 
devout prayers to the gods. But, it seems, all to no purpose. 
Hard indeed must this heart of mine be that it remains 
unbroken and does not burst under this misfortune like the 
bank of a river giving way under the force of the rushing 
flood during the rainy season. Verily, I am not fated to die, 
seeing that Yama is not dragging me away at once as a lion 
forcibly carries away the weeping young one of a deer. Per- 
haps there is no room for me in Yama’s abode. Methinks 
death waits its hour. If it were given to one to die at will 
when overwhelmed by sorrow, I should give up this life now. 
Oh, how [| sought a child with vows and fasts, gifts and 
prayers; all that has been in vain even like the seed cast on 
saline soil. Oh, Rama, darling, what is the good of living 
without you? Just asa feeble cow follows its calf, I shall 

also go with you to the wilderness.” | 
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Thus, overcome with sorrow, wailed Kousalya before 
Rama bound for the forest. 


\ 


9. LAKSHMANA’S ANGER 


Lakshmana, who had been silent all this time, could not 
contain himself any longer and said to the sorrowing mother : 

“Revered madam, I do not also approve Rama paying 
heed to Kaikeyi’s words and resigning his claim to the king- 
dom and retiring to the forest to oblige her. Perverse, senile, 
sensuous, a tool in the hands of a woman, is there anything 
that the king would not say ? I tail to see what crime Rama 
. has committed to be banished from the state. O Rama, I 
shall kill this passion-ridden dotard of a father. No one in 
his senses would ever give up a son who is like unto the 
gods, upright, disciplined, esteemed even by his enemies and 
who is the very personification of righteousness. Therefore, 
could any son knowing the ways of the world be expected 

-to pay heed to the whimsical wishes of an aged king who is 

in his second childhood. O Raghava, before any one gets to 
know of this, with me to assist you, make sure of the king- 
dom. Supported by me, armed with the bow, who wouid 
dare to oppose you when you stand before them like a veri- 
table death-dealing Yama. Should any one challenge you 
{ shall destroy the whole city of Ayodhya—Bharata’s friends 
~ and well-wishers, one and all. Ic wiil not do to be meek, for 
it is the way of the world to disregard them. 

When our sire is treading a vicious path listening to the 
evil counsel of Kaikeyi he fully deserves to be punished. For, 
has it not been said that be he even one’s preceptor that per- 
son should be punished if he becomes arrogant, loses all sense 
of right and wrong and strays away from the path of virtue. 

And, O best of men, what power has the king got on 
the strength of which he proposes to deprive you of your 
legitimate claim to succeed to the throne of your ancestors 
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and give away the kingdom to Kaikeyi? Surely he dare not 
make enemies of both of us and favour Bharata. | 

O mother, I swear by truth, by this bow of mine, by 
' the gifts I have made and the sacrifices I have offered to the 
gods that I love my brother Rama with all my heart. Were 
Rama to enter a blazing fire or retire to the forest, take it 
that Lakshmana would surely go before him. And be assured 
that, like the rising sun dispelling darkness, I shall drive away 
your sorrow by my valour, and both you and Rama will wit- 
ness my prowess today.” 

Grief-stricken Kausalya then said to Rama: “O son, 
did you hear what your brother said? If it commends itself 
to you, now do what you think fit. Do not leave me alone 
and go away to the forest. Versed in Dharma as you are, if 
you wish to do your duty by me, remain here and look after 
me; and there is no greater duty than the service of one’s’ 
parents. Did not Kasyapa’s son remain at home serving his 
mother, and did he not through his great devotion to her | 
attain salvation ? And even as reverence is due to the king, 
your father, am I, your mother, not also entitled to be treated 
with respect by you? I cannot agree to your going to the 
forest. Without you, life has no charm for me. But with 
my darling son near me, bliss indeed it will be to live even 
if one has to subsist on mere grass. Should you still insist 
on going away, I shall fast unto death; and for causing a 
mother’s death you will share the fate of the ocean, the Lord 
of rivers, who was consigned to a terrible hell for a similar 
crime.” 


10. RAMA’S APPEAL TO HIS MOTHER AND BROTHER 


To Kausalya thus piteously appealing to him the high 
souled Rama said : 

“O mother, I cannot disobey my father. On bended 
knees, I beg you to allow me to go. Did not sage Kandu of | 
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yore, versed in Dharma, yet killa cow at the behest of his 
father? And, nearer at home, in our own line in the past, 
did not the sons of our ancestor Sagara meet with death fer 
digging the earth at the command of their father? Again, 
there is Parasurama who killed his own mother Renuka with 
his axe in obedience to his father Jamadagni’s instructions. 
These and others, like unto gods, have fearlessly carried out 
the wishes of their fathers, and I shall also do my father’s 
will. In doing so, I am, therefore, O mother, only treading 
the path of these great men of yore, and I am not following 
any new line of conduct. And he, who complies with his 
father’s wishes, will surely never come to grief.” 

Then, turning to his brother, he said : 

“O Lakshmana, I am fully aware of your warm affection 
for me, your valour, might and rare genius. I realize also 
that my mother’s sorrow arising from her lack of appreciation 
of the subtlety of truth and forbearance is indeed great. But 
duty (Dharma) is supreme and truth rests on duty. I am, 
therefore, fulfilling my father’s wishes communicated through 
Kaikeyi. They are in conformity with Dharma; and for one 
who observes Dharma, it is not possible to break promises 
made either to the father, mother or a Brahmana. Therefore, 
O Lakshmana, I ask you to give up your unrighteous and mili- 
tant attitude. Stand by Dharma; avoid all bitterness and 
abide by me.” 

But Kausalya was so shaken by grief and so inconsol- 
able that she continued piteously to beg Rama not to leave | 
her. And like a wild elephant pursuing its course in spite ct 
the blazing brands held aloft by hunters trying to bar its 
way, Rama, though distressed by the heart-rending wail of 
his mother, remained firm in his vow and said to his mother, 
who was almost senseless with grief, and to sorrow-stricken 
Lakshmana the following words of wisdom such as he alone 
could do in such a crisis : 


76 | AYODHYA-KANDA 


“O Lakshmana,” he said, “I am quite aware of your 
untailing devotion and your valour, but I am afraid that, in 
this matter you do not quite appreciate my point of view and 
you are, therefore, along with my mother, adding to the misery 
Iam already suffering by adhering to the path of duty. It seems 
to me that the fruits of our action are symbolic of duty 
(Dharma), gain (Artha) and pleasute (Kama), the proper 
disposition of which is verily like a fond and dutiful wife who 
bears good children. He whose motive is only gain is to he 
_ despised, while the mind steeped in mere pleasure must be 
regarded as of very poor quality. Accordingly, would any 
sensible man set at nought the command of his own aged — 
sire, who is at once his preceptor and king, be it issued in a 
fit of anger or in exuberance of joy or to gratify his desires. 
Therefore, I cannot transgress his commands. O Lakshmana, 
know that he is fully competent to issue orders to us; know 
also that, as her husband, he is Kausalya’s refuge and it is her 
duty to abide with him. When het lord, the righteous king 
treading the path of his forbears, is alive how could my mother 
think of going away with me like a forlorn widow. O mother, 
please permit me to go to the forest with your blessings and 
pray for my return after completing the period of my exile. 
And even like Yayati of yore who regained heaven by his 
righteous deeds I shall return to you. I cannot sacrifice such 
a precious thing as honour for the sake of pomp and power. 
Life is after all fleeting and I would not have such a poor 
thing as kingship by dishonourable means.” 

Then, addressing his dear brother Lakshmana who, with 
eyes bulging with rage, was panting like a snake, Rama said 
firmly : 

“Takshmana, check your anger and grief. Take heart 
and bear patiently the indignity meted out to us. Be of good 
cheer and think no more of the preparations meant for my 
installation. Instead, set about with the same alacrity pre- 
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parting for my journey to the forest so that mother Kaikeyi 
may feel assured that I am leaving; for I am loth even for 
a moment to see her suffering fron: any misgivings about 
fulfilling my promise. I cannot call to my mind ever having 
displeased my parents either wittingly or unwittingly. Let my 
father, in word and action ever true, be spared all fear 
of violating truth for my sake and thereby missing heavenly 
bliss ; and let my mother Kaikeyi’s heart’s desire be fufilled. 
Having, for these reasons, taken the decision to go, I stand 
firmly by it and, therefore, go I must and soon. 

- © Lakshmana,.it must be the decree of Fate that | 
should suffer exile and return to the throne later; else, why 
should Kaikeyi have thought of wishing for my banishment ? 
You know full well that I never made any distinction bet- 
ween my mothers; and Kaikeyi too did not so far make the 
least distinction between me and her own son. That she 
should now stand in the way of my installation and, aye. 
wish for my exile and speak such harsh words cannot but be 
the work of Fate. Otherwise, could you imagine that she, of 
royal birth and blessed with virtue. would, in the very pre- 
sence of her husband, speak like a heartless vulgar 
woman ? 

O Sumitra’s son, who can contend with Fate which is 
governed only by our past deeds ? Wheretrom springs plea- 
sure and pain, fear and anger, gain and loss, or bondage and 
liberation, no one knows; they can only be the work of 
Fate. Under its compelling power, even sages practising the 
severest penance have often given up their austerities and 
fallen a prey to the passions. What could it be but Destiny 
that is responsible for obstructing what one proposes to do 
and brings about the unexpected ? Firm in this belief I am 
not upset in the least by this unexpected obstruction to my 
installation as heir apparent. Be thou also unperturbed by 
the vagaries of fortune. Accept my counsel. After all, what 
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does it matter whether it is the throne or exile ? Indeed, of 
the two, the latter will bring more good I ween.” 


11. LAKSHMANA’S VEHEMENT PROTEST 


Hearing Rama’s speech, Lakshmana stood breathing 
deeply like a fierce serpent hissing in his hole with his 
head bent low, his brows knit and his mind wavering bet- 
ween grief and admiration. Full of anger, and frowning, 
he looked terrible like an enraged lion. He gesticulated throw- 
ing about his hands and shaking his fist as an elephant does 
with its trunk; turned his neck this way and that way, atid 
eying his brother with a side-glance he at last gave vent to 
his feelings and said : 

“O brother, I am afraid your view of the claims of duty 
in this matter and fear of public opinion which have led you 
to this rash decision are both misconceived. It is strange that 
a hero like you, belonging to the martial class, should bow 
to a poor thing like Fate. It is also surprising that you do 
not see through the wiles of that sinful pair, namely, Dasa- 
ratha and Kaikeyi, who pretend to take shelter under the 
obligations of Dharma. 

The installation of any one but you is against all rules 
and, pardon me, I cannot tolerate it. J hate that misguided 
conception of Dharma which has perverted your mind. And 
I cannot agree that Fate is all powerful or that Kaikeyi and 
our sire are in this matter mere tools of Fate. It is only 
cowards and the weak that bow to Fate; but the brave and 
great souls do not submit to it. And he who has the courage 
to defy Fate will not be downcast even if it should cross his 
path. 

The world shall see today which is superior—human 
effort or Destiny. It will see me driving away with my might 
that self-same Fate which is standing in the way of your 
installation even as I would turn back an elephant which, 
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regardless of the driver's hook, is rushing at me snapping 
‘the chains fastened to its legs. And those who have decreed 
your exile shall themselves be banished for a like period of 
fourteen years ; and the hope of Kaikeyi and our sire of mak- 
ing Bharata king shall be blasted. Be thou long the ruler 
for thousands of years and then retire to the forest, as ordain- 
ed for royal saints, leaving the kingdom to your sons to rule, 
cherishing the people as their own children. 

O brother, I beg you to listen to me. Give up your 
rash resolve and be anointed as king. Alone I can smash all 
the princes ranged against you. These arms of mine, this 
bow, this sword and these arrows are not there for mere 
show ; they are there to destroy your foes—even Indra if he 
should be one. With this sword flashing like lightning, I . 
shall cut to pieces horses, men and mountain-like elephants 
till the earth is littered with their corpses and becomes im- 
passable. Name the foe whom you wish to be deprived of 
life, fame and friends; and say how this earth should be 
brought to accept you as its undisputed monarch. And it 
shall be done by me, your humble servant.” 

Thus spoke Lakshmana. And Rama was deeply moved 
by his words. Wiping the tears from his eyes, he pacified 
him with great difficulty and ended by saying: “Brother 
dear, I must obey my site; and that is the path 
of duty.” ae | 


12. KAUSALYA’S BLESSINGS 


And Kausalya, still weeping and imploring, said to 
Rama : : | 

“O son, born of royal parents, son of Dasaratha by me, 
having never known suffering, high-souled and sweet of 
speech to one and all, how can you live like a hermit eating 
mere roots and fruits of the forest, whilst even your servants 
enjoy rich food. Who could believe that virtuous Rama, the . 


darling of his father, would be banished by the king; and 
who would not but be perturbed by the news ? That you who 
fill everyone’s heart with joy should have to go to the wilder- 
ness confirms beyond doubt that Destiny, from which flows 
good and bad, is supreme. The fire of sorrow in my mind, 
fanned by your absence as the wind, fed with my agony as 
fuel, my tears as the oblation, the intense heat in the body 
caused by brooding over you as the big smoke, and waxing 
bright on my sighs will soon consume me even as the prickly 
shrub is reduced to ashes by a blaze after winter. O son, I 
shall, therefore, follow you wherever you go, just as a calf 
goes with its dam.” 

Rama said: “O mother, if you also leave him when I 
go to the forest, the king who has been duped by Kaikeyi 
will surely die. It is sinful for a woman to desert her hus- 
band, and it behoves you not even to think of it. According 
to the immemorial rule, it is your duty to wait on him as 
long as he lives. To a woman the husband is the God ; and 
he is her lord. We must all obey the sire; for he is king, 
protector, eminent teacher, and dispenser of favours and 
punishment, all in one. And Bharata too who is kind to 
everyone and ever mindful of duty’s call will be obedient to 
you. Look after the old king carefully and cheer him with 
your company lest he should suffer bitter pangs of woe over 
parting from his son. It is said that a woman may be ever 
so noble and ever so devoted to austerities; yet she will go 
to hell if she does not do her duty by her husband. Indeed, 
a woman may be remiss in prayer and in worship of God, 
yet she can attain heavenly bliss by serving her husband. Our 
scriptures, practice and moral laws all hold that the proper 
duty of a woman is the service of her husband. O mother, f 
beseech you, therefore, to remain here waiting on your hus- 
band who needs you; and, living an austere life, offer prayers 
and worship to the gods for my safe return. And, with the 
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great righteous king still living, when I come back from exile 
your heart’s desire will be fulfilled.” | 

With eyes brimming with tears, the sorrowing Kausalya 
said : 

“O child, O hero, since you have set your mind on going 
I cannot hold you back. Fate is inexorable. Steadfast in mind 
go forth, my son. May you always fare well. Having fulfilled 
your father’s wishes and discharged your obligations may you 
return and be happy. O Raghava, God’s purpose in your not 
heeding to my prayers and in prompting you to go is in- 
- scrutable. Go, my son, strong of arm, to come back safely to 
cheer your mother again with your sweet voice. And Oh, 
how I wish that moment of my seeing you returning from 
the forest in hermit’s garb would come immediately.” 

Thus did Kausalya, in the fullness of heart, speak words 
of good omen to Rama. Then, gathering herself, she sipped 
a little purificatory water and calmlv gave her kind benedic- _ 
tion : : | 

“OQ best of Raghus, I have been unable to keep you 
from leaving. Go, my son, and come back soon. Tread 
always the path of the good. May that righteousness which 
you are upholding so strictly and bravely befriend you every- 
where. May the deities to whom you bow in temples and_ 
where four roads meet, together with the great sages, guard 
you during your sojourn in the wilderness; and may those 
mighty weapons the wise sage Visvamitra gave you keep 
you always from harm. And for your devotion to your 
parents and dedication to Truth, be you blessed with long 
life. 

O best of men, I invoke the sacrificial fire, the holy 
grass, each place of worship, the mountains, rivers, lakes, the 
ocean, trees, birds, serpents and tigers to guard you. May the 
Sadhyas, the Viswans, the Maruts, the great sages, the great 
dispenser Vishnu, Brahma, the Creator, Indra, Varuna and: 
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other gods, the seasons, months, years, hours, day and night, 
the sky, stars; the Sun, Moon and Earth always smile on my 
darling wandering in the wilderness in a hermit’s garb. Let 
not demons, ghosts and those goblins whose food is human 
flesh frighten my child. Let not apes, scorpions, flies, mos- 
quitoes and insects trouble thee in the forest. O Rama, may 
your path be blessed and may your valour always meet with 
success. Go, my son, and may you be safe. May the gods 
whom I adore answer my prayers and may they always pro. 
tect and guide my Rama during his exile in the woods.” 
-Having spoken these words, Kausalya worshipped the 
gods with wreaths of flowers and scent, chanting appropriate 
hymns. She then said : : 

“O Rama, may your resolve be attended with such 
blessings as the gods heaped on the thousand-eyed Indra when 
he destroyed his enemy’ Vritra; such blessings as Vinayata 
of yore wished for her son Garuda who prayed 
for the immortal drink; the blessings offered by 
Aditi to her son Indra who was smiting the Rakshasas when 
the immortal nectar appeared; and yea, such success as 
Vishnu of limitless glory attained when he took his three 
giant strides and covered the three worlds.” 

She then sprinkled scent and auspicious rice on his head 
and tied a precious herb on his arm to serve as an amulet, 
repeating holy hymns as she did. She bent and kissed his 
forehead, and pressed him to her bosom. And though sore 
at heart, she put on a cheerful look with much effort and 
bade him speed in a faltering voice : 

“Go, Rama, my child, all luck to you,” she said. “I 
hope to see you back in Ayodhya, safe and sound, with your 
purpose fulfilled. With all my griefs gone and my face 
aglow with happiness I shall then feast my eyes by gazing 
on you, returned from the forest and looking like the rising 
full-moon in all its glory. O Rama, what a joy it will be 
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for me to see you again, returning from the forest after 
complying with your sire’s commands, and taking your place 
on the ancestral throne! Go, Rama, may all the gods whom 
I have worshipped protect my child during his long sojourn 
in the wilds.” 

Having said these words and with eyes brimming with 
tears, Kausalya went round Rama and fondly embraced him 
again and yet again. And Rama, radiant with her blessings, 
reverently touched his mother’s feet repeatedly and then lett 
for Sita’s mansion. 


13. RAMA BREAKS THE NEWS TO SITA 


Meanwhile Sita, whose mind was full of the expected 
installation of Rama, was quite unaware of the sad turn 
events had taken. Like a dutiful princess, she prayed to the 
gods for Rama’s weal and waited eagerly to welcome him. 
At last Rama entered the house quietly without any of the 
pomp that had marked his triumphant journey from home 
early that day. Sita rose to receive him and was shocked to 
find him looking sad and forlorn. And seeing her, Rama 
too was so moved by pity for her that he found it hard to 
break the news. She noted his pallid cheeks, the spiritless 
mien and the sweat on his brow. Full of concern she asked: 

“My lord, what is the matter and what ails you? Why 
is not the royal umbrella, white as foam, with its hundred 
spokes held aloft shedding its lustre on your radiant face ? 
Where are the royal fans, fair as the moon or swan, that 
played about your face with eyes like lotus? O best of men, 
what has become of the bards, heralds and ministrels who 
were happily singing the praises of the king’s heir? Why 
have not Brahmanas, versed in the scriptures, anointed the 
head of their future king with curds and honey as prescribed? 
How is it that the notables, the elders and leading citizens 
have not followed you? Why does not the chariot, wroughr 
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of gold and drawn by four horses noted for speed, lead you 
home ? O hero, I do not also see the royal elephant, huge as 
a mountain or a dark and heavy cloud, going in procession. 
Why have you not brought the throne of many colours cover- 
ed with gold and borne by warriors? What could have 
wrought this woe and this strange look in my lord even as 
his consecration is about to take place !” 

And to Sita, who was speaking thus in great distress, 
Rama replied : 

“Sita dear, my honoured sire is banishiee me to the 
forest. O Janaki, born of a noble family and ever treading 
the path of virtue, hear how this has come to pass. My 
father, the king, ever true to his word, had in the past pro- 
mised to give two boons to mother Kaikeyi. Hearing that he 
was preparing to instal me as his heir, she took the opportu- 
nity to ask that Bharata should be installed instead and that 
I should be banished to the Dandaka forest for fourteen years. 
As he had to keep his promise I have now to go to the 
lonely woods, and I have therefore come to take leave of you. 

Sita, now that Bharata is the king’s heir, take care not 
to offend him by singing my praises before him; for a per- 
son in power does not like to hear others being praised. Ic 
behoves you to be dutiful to him and win his grace, for he 
is the king’s deputy. 

And, sinless and auspicious girl, while I am away in the 
forest fulfilling my father’s wishes, be brave and do not be 
perturbed in mind. Observe your fasts and vows; rising at 
_ daybreak, offer regularly the worship due to the gods; make 
obeisance to that lord of men, my father; and show your 
reverence, rightly due, to my aged mother wasted with grief. 
To my other mothers Kaikeyi and Sumitra also be dutiful ; 
for, by virtue of their affection and attention, they are to me 
even as my own mother. And Bharata and Satrughna also 
deserve your loving care, for they are like brother and son 
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unto us and dearer to me than life itself. And, Sita, never 
do anything which might displease Bharata who is the 
monatch of this country and the head of our house. It is 
well known that kings give up even their own children should 
they offend them and surround themselves with others who 
are discreet. : | 

Now, best of women, I must take the road to the thick 
forest. And, my dear, do thou remain here living a devout 
life, harming none, and bear in mind these words of mine.” 


14. SITA—THE DUTIFUL WIFE 


Sweet-speeched Sita, worthy of her lord’s love, was pain- 
ed to hear Rama speaking thus; and she said in anger born 
of deep love for him: ao 

“O best of men, what words are these that you have so 
lightly said ? They almost make me laugh. What are father, 
mother, brother, son or friends to a woman? For a wife, ic 
is the husband alone that matters. She is there to share his 
weal or woe. The decree banishing you therefore’ also 
banishes me. The husband is her sole refuge both in this 
and the other world. If you must go to the impenetrable 
forest, let me go before you removing the rank grass and thorn 
and making the way smooth for you. O hero, do not be 
angry that I do not listen to your counsel. Cast aside your 
doubt and anger even as one throws out the remnant of tasted 
water, and take me, who has done no wrong, with you with 
confidence. 

Fortune may frown upon a man ever so much, still a 
true wife finds far more pleasure in attending on her lord 
‘than living in lofty mansions or soaring to sky in celestial 
cars. And my mother and sire have spared no pains to teach 
me what my duty as a wife is, and it 1s needless for me to 
have now to be told how a wife should conduct herself. | 
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Shall, therefore, accompany you to the uninhabited forest 
though it is infested with numerous wild beasts such as tigers 
and wolves; and I shall be as happy living there with you 
as in my paternal home, caring not for the three worlds. I 
shall roam with you, ever true to you and my vows, pas- 
sionless and devoted to your service. O Rama, when your 
might can protect others in the forest, why need I come tu 
harm? Therefore, I must go with you; and do not say no. 
I shall not give you any trouble. I shall be content to eat 
the roots and the wild fruits of the forest. I long so much, 
with my wise and valiant lord by my side, to see without fear 
the great rivers and towering mountains, the lakes and wood- 
lands ; and to enjoy, in his company, looking at the lotus- 
covered pools with swans and ducks gliding on the waters 
and-to take purificatory baths therein daily. A thousand years 
thus spent with you will pass rapidly like a day. And, O 
Raghava, without you J care not even for an abode in heaven. 
You are the monarch, yea, the sole monarch of my heart ; 
and abandoned by you I shall surely die. Grant my prayer, 
my lord, and take me with you; I shall not be a burden to 
you.” 

Knowing the woes of forest life, Rama was, however, 
reluctant to take her with him. To Sita, whose eyes were 
brimming with tears, he, therefore, spoke soothing words and 
tried to dissuade her by painting the many dangers of forest 
life. 

“Dear Sita, listen to me,” he said, “I wish you to remain 
here and attend to your duties as desired by me. The hard- 
ships of life in the woods are indeed so many and severe that 
{ must ask you to give up the idea of going with me. I am 
saying so in your own interest. | 

There never is any joy in life in the woods. It is one 
unending tale of woe. The noise of the torrents rushing from 
the mountains and the roar of lions living in mountain caves 
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strike terror into one’s heart. And, at the sight of human 
beings in a region where no man ordinarily dwells, beasts 
of prey pounce on them. The forest, my dear, is full 
of woes. | 

Again, the rivers are very muddy, with crocodiles in 
plenty and elephants sporting in the waters and are, there- 
fore, difficult to cross. In waterless places, one has to make his 
way through wild creepers and prickly shrubs, with wild cocks 
crowing in a shrill voice all the while. 

For a bed the tired wanderer has, in a forest, nothing 
better than the bare ground covered by dry leaves fallen from 
a tree. And, for days and nights on end, one has to rest con- 
tent with a meagre fare, eating only such fruits as the trees 
may shed. 

© daughter of Mithila’s king, the recluse in the forest 
has to lead a life of severe austerity, fasting and praying, 
with only the bark of trees for his covering and his hair mat- 
ted and hanging in locks. Thrice a day, fair or foul wea- 
ther, he must bathe and gather with his own hands the flowers 
to be given as an offering to the gods. A wanderer he is, 
with no fixed home, contenting himself with eating what 
chance may bring him. He has to brave the roaring wind, 
nights of pitch darkness and the pangs of hunger. He meets 
with serpents everywhere on the ground barring his path, 
hiding in rivers and gliding in their tortuous course. Scor- 
pions, grasshoppers and mosquitoes are a perpetual danger. 
And there are, besides, numerous other glls that flesh is heir 
to which, cut off from the rest of the world, he has to bear 
unaided. 

These and other countless fears make life in the wild 
woods a perpetual ordeal. I ask you, therefore, to change your 
mind. The forest is hardly the place for my beloved.” 

Sita was grieved to hear Rama’s words and, with her 
face bathed in tears, she softly said : 
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“My lord, these hardships of forest life which you have 
mentioned will, in your company, lose all their sting and in- 
deed will become its merits. The very beasts of prey, the 
tiger, lion and the rest will flee at the sight of your gracious 
form, the like of which they had never seen before. O Rama, 
as ordained by our elders, I must go with you. Separation 
from you will mean death to me. With you near me, nobody 
dare harm me—no, not even Indra, lord of the gods, with 
all his might. You have oft told me yourself, my lord, that 
a woman without her husband is as good as dead. 


Further, when living with my parents, I had been told 
by Brahmanas who could read the future that I would be liv- 
ing in the forest for a while. I have been since then eagerly 
looking forward to doing so. And, my dear, the decree of 
Fate must be fulfilled, and the time has come for it. 


O hero, I know full well the perils which beset forest 
life. They frighten only those who have no self-control. For 
my part, I welcome the opportunity of being of service to 
you. By following my lord lovingly, I shall be cleansed of 
all sins, for my husband is God to me; and when I leave 
this world, I shall share his bliss even in the other world. The 
learned say that the scripture declares that the woman who 
has been duly given in marriage to a person by her parents 
shall, by virtue of her devotion to him, be his wife even in 
the life after this. Why then, my lord, are you so unwilling 
to take me with you;—your lawful wife, true and good. If 
you still do not wish to take me, I shall put an end to myself 
by drinking poison or jumping into a blazing fire or 
_ water.” 


Thus did Sita go on earnestly appealing to Rama to allow 
her to share his exile. But Rama was not agreeable to do so. 
Hot tears were gushing forth from her eyes as she pondered 
in her heart. Rama tried in vain to assuage her grief. At 
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last, in desperation, she spoke further in anger, born of true 
Jove, and said taunting him : 

“O Rama, when my dear sire gave me in marriage to 
you, surely he could not have thought that he was giving his 
daughter to a woman in the guise of man! And could the 
world be falsely extolling Rama as being the peer of the 
sun in might and glory ? No, I think not. What then has 
happened to you, and what weighs on your mind®that you 
should wish to abandon me who thinks of none but you ? 
As noble Savitri stood fast by Satyavan, even so do I cling 
to you. Like some vulgar fellow trading in his wife, how 
can you pass on to others your true and devoted wife who 
married you when she was but a girl and has lived with you 
all these years. O sinless one, by all means conduct yourself 
as they wish for whose sake you are making a sacrifice, but 
let not their interest be your guide in so far as I am concern- 
ed, and let that not stand in the way of your taking me with 
you. Be it penance, or the forest, or heavenly bliss, my life 
is bound up with yours and I must be with you. 

Wandering with you in the woods would be as ples. 
sant as a stroll in a lovely garden, and each path restful as 
a bed. In your company, the rank grass, the reeds and the 
prickly shrub would seem to the touch soft as the skin of 
the deer or seedless cotton. The dust blown on me by the 
tude winds of the forest is welcome to me as the fragrant 
dust of sandal. And, beloved, to lie on tender grass by your 
side gives me no. less bliss than the softest of beds and the 
richest of rugs. The leaf, root or fruit, little or much, that 
your loving hands may gather for me to eat will be as satis- 
fying as nectar. 

Living thus in the forest with you, feasting on the 
flowers and fruits each season brings, I shall not miss my 
parents nor grieve for the home I leave. I assure you I shall 
not give you the least trouble and shall not be a burden to 
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you hard to bear. To be with you is heaven itself; where 
you are not is hell in my eyes. In this knowledge, my Rama, 
go happily taking me with you. 

_ My lord, I would rather die than be left behind to the 
tender mercies of foes. I cannot bear even for a moment the 
grief of separation from you, let alone fourteen long years.” 

Tired and piteously appealing in such words, Sita threw 
her arms“round Rama and clung to him. And like a she-ele- 
phant in agony, pierced by the hunter’s poisoned dart, Sita 
was smarting under the wounds caused by Rama’s speech ; 
while hot tears, so long checked, at last burst forth from her 
eyes, even as sparks of fire shoot out from twigs when struck ; 
and these tears looking like crystals rolled down her checks 
in a stream as runs water from the lotus. And her bright 
face, clear as the moon, with large eyes, was quite wan and 
faded with weeping, like a lotus cast out of the waters. 

Rama’s heart was touched and he pressed to his bosom 
his beloved wife who was almost senseless with grief. He 
spoke soothing words to her and said : 

“Sita, my love, believe me I would not buy even heaven 
by making you unhappy. Like the creator Brahma I know not 
what fear is; and although I am fully able to protect you, 1 
was unwilling to let you live in the wilderness until I was 
certain what your heart desired. I would no more part 
with you who were born to be with me in the woods than 
an honourable man would part with his fair name. I am 
retiring to the forest as good men did of old. And, my dear, as 
light ever goes with the Sun do you also accompany me to 
the forest whither I must go in compliance with the wishes 
of my sire bound by his pledge. If a man setteth at nought 
his father, mother and teacher whom he seeth, how 
could he hope truly to serve God whom he seeth not. 
There is nothing in the three worlds as holy as these three 
whom men love to honour. Neither gifts nor knowledge, nor 
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the performance of sacrifice wins heavenly bliss like filial ser- 
vice. Accordingly, as my sire, firm in Truth, commands, so 
I shall do; and that is the eternal rule of conduct. And, 
beloved, seeing how earnestly you desire to follow me to 
the forest, gone is my reluctance to let you go with me. Come 
with me, dear Sita of charming eyes. By your noble resolve 
to be by my side in weal or woe, which does you credit, you 
have added to the glory of the house to which you belong. 
Now make haste and set about preparing yourself for the 
journey. Feed the poor and give away all our precious jewels, 
costly dress and other treasures to Brahmanas and our 
followers.” 

Sita was overjoyed to know that her lord was at iast 
agreeable to her going to the forest with him and started 
with great alacrity to give their wealth away. 


15. LAKSHMANA—THE DEVOTED BROTHER 


Lakshmana who had followed Rama to his house and 
had listened to the conversation between Rama and Sita was 
so overcome with grief that. with eyes brimming with tears, 
he fell at Rama’s feet and, holding them with his hands, - 
appealed to Rama and Sita saying : 

“If you are bent on going to the forest, allow me to 
accompany you. Armed with my bow, I shall go in front 
of you when you move about the forest resounding with the 
roar of beasts and the shrill cry of wild birds. Bereft of your 
company, brother, I care not for heaven or the life of the 
celestials or the lordship of the three worlds.” 

Rama tried to dissuade him and said : 

“Lakshmana, brother, dear to me as life itself, valiant, 
ever righteous and dutiful and my loyal friend, hear me. 
If you also follow me, who will look after our mothers, 
Kausalya and Sumitra ? Unfortunately, that mighty lord, our 
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sire, the bestower of good things in plenty like Indra who 
sends bounteous showers, has become passion’s slave and a 
tool in the hands of Kaikeyi. Would Kaikeyi, now that she 
will be waxing powerful as the mother of the heir-apparent, 
be kindly disposed to them who are her rivals? And, after 
his elevation, Bharata too, following his mother, may not 
even think of these ‘two suffering souls. I ask you, therefore, 
to remain here and take care of them with the help of the 
king or, if need be, all by yourself. And you will then not 
only be doing that sacred duty of serving one’s parents to 
whom all honour is due but you will also be showing your 
affectionate regard for me. O son of Raghu, please do this 
for my sake as, deprived of her son, mother Kausalya will 
have little joy left in life.” 

But Lakshmana gently answered : 

“O hero, such is Rama’s might that I have no doubt 
that Bharata cannot but pay due attention to mothers Kau- 
salya and Sumitra. Drunk with power, should he fail to do 
his duty by them I shall surely kill the cruel wretch and all 
those who might come to his aid. And, fortunately, noble 
Kausalya does not need the charity of others. Her own dower 
of a thousand villages and their revenue are sufficient to sup- 
port her, my mother and many more like me. Let me, 
therefore, follow you as your humbie servant, and I shall not 
be incurring any sin in doing so. You will then be making 
me happy, and I may also be of some service to you. Armed 
with bow and arrows, I shall go before you, carrying spade 
and basket and clearing the way for you. I shail gather for 
you roots and fruits on which hermits subsist. Lakshmana 
will not spare himself. He will always be guarding you, wak- 
ing or sleeping ; and you and Sita can ramble peacefully in 
mountain valleys.” 

Rama's heart was filled with joy at hearing his brother's 
words of devotion to him and he said : 
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“Well then, Lakshmana, get ready and take leave of all 
your friends and kinsmen. Go and fetch quickly my celes- 
tial bows of terrible might, the gift of Lord Varuna to king 
Janaka ; the sword-proof coats of mail; the ever full quivers 
of arrows and the two golden-hilted swords glistening like 
the sun. They are all duly worshipped and carefully ree in 
our venerable perceptor’s house.” 


16. THE PEOPLE'S LAMENT 


After giving away all their wealth to the learned, = 

needy and others Rama went to take leave of his father, 
-accompained by Sita and Lakshmana. Rama and Lakshmana 
carried with them their richly-wrought weapons, magnificent 
to behold, which Sita’s hands had adorned with garlands of 
flowers. The palacial houses on the highway were bursting 
- with the rich and the noble who had assembled to see them ; 
and the streets were also so crowded that many people climb- 
ed the top of roadside mansions and waited anxiously to catch 
a glimpse of their beloved Rama. At last Rama appeared, 
but they were pained to see him coming on foot; without 
the canopy of the royal umbrella over his head. Deeply mov- 
ed, they said. to one another : 

“Oh, he who used to be escorted by a large body of 
the four kinds of forces is now, alas, attended by none but 
Sita and Lakshmana. He who was lapped in luxury has given 
up everything for the sake of doing his duty by his father so 
that his word may not be broken. And Sita whom even the 
celestial beings above and the spirits of the air could not for- 
merly see is now passing the public road and exposed to the 
gaze of all. Tender blossom and fair, worthy of perfume, 
soon will she fade under the rigors of wind, sun and rain. 
Surely some demon has possessed our good king Dasaratha ; 
else he would not have banished his beloved son. Hard, in- 
deed, for a father to abandon a son, worthless though 
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he be. What then when the son is Rama whose pure life 
has won for him the hearts of one and all? Six precious 
virtues grace that best of men, namely, harmlessness, compas- 
sion, knowledge, rectitude, self-control and serenity. And, 
therefore, like creatures, whose home is water, suffering when 
the stream dries up in summer, we, his people, are grieved at 
his departure. Indeed, the whole world is hurt, even as a 
tree laden with flowers and fruits suffers when its roots are 
cut. Illustrious Rama, the soul of duty, is the root of us all, 
and we are his leaves, branches, flowers and fruits. Let us 
then leave our homes, gardens and fields and, like good 
Lakshmana, quietly follow Rama, wherever he goes, with our 
wives and kinsmen. And Kaikeyi is welcome to our dis- 
mantled houses with ruined courtyards and empty stores, all 
treasure taken away, dust-laden, god-forsaken, over-run by 
rats, waterless, floors unswept, with none performing holy 
rites or chanting prayers within and broken vessels scattered 
all over the place. Let the forest, whither Rama goes, become 
a city, and this city which we leave become a wilderness ; and 
let beasts such as the wild boar leave their dens and, frighten- 
ed by our presence, let the lion, elephant, snake and the wild 
birds flee from the forest and make the city we are quitting 
their home. And over such Ayodhya, Kaikeyi, her son and 
their kin may hold sway, while we shall all live happily in 
the woods with our dear prince.” 


17. THE LEAVE-TAKING 


Such were the words which tell on Rama’s ears; but 
they did not shake his resolve, and he quietly wended his way 
to the palace of his father. Sumantra, the trusted minister, 
announced his arrival to Dasaratha who lay sighing and 
dejected and looked lustreless, like the sun when eclipsed or 
like fire buried in ashes or like a dried-up pool. And the 
truthful and righteous king, dignified as the ocean and stain- 
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less as the sky, told Sumantra: “Go and fetch my wives 
and kin. I should like them all to be present when I see 
Rama.” : 

As Rama walked towards him, Dasaratha sprang from 
his seat and rushed towards him, but collapsed on the ground 
before he could reach him, so overcome was he by emotion. 
Rama and Lakshmana ran to his aid and, with tears in their 
eyes, held him lovingly in their arms and, with Sita’s help, 
they laid him on his couch. When, after a little while, the 
king came to himself, Rama said with folded hands: 

“O sire, you are our lord; pray give me, who is bound 
for the woods, your blessing and one loving look. Sita and 
Lakshmana are accompanying me, though I tried my best to 
dissuade them from doing so. Gracious king, grieve not for 
us; and even as the Creator directs mankind, please give us 
leave to go.” | 

Looking at Rama who was waiting for his permission, 
Dasaratha at last said: “O Raghava, I have been fooled by 
Kaikeyi into granting her the boons she wanted. Now set 
me at nought and be thou the ruler of Ayodhya instead of 
me.” | 

And Rama, noblest of men, respectfully said in answer : 

“O king, may you rule over the earth for a thousand 
years. As for me, I shall go and live in the woods as already 
directed. I should not like you to be guilty of falsehood on 
my account. When my exile is over at the end of nine and 
five years and my vow fulfilled, I shall return and, once again, 
clasp your honoured feet.” 

The helpless king, prompted unseen by Kaikeyi and 
bound by truth, then said to his dear son, weeping : 

“Go then, my son; and return safely; and may every 
blessing be yours. Firm in your devotion to duty and high- 
souled that you are, you cannot be made to go back on your 
resolve. But, in any case, do not go at once. Stay here for 
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the night and you may leave tomorrow morning. Let rae 
have the pleasure of seeing my darling son at least a day 
longer. O Rama, believe me, I never for a moment wanted 
to send you away. A smouldering fire that she is, it is all 
the mischief of that woman Kaikeyi. And little wonder that 
my dutiful son should fall in with her wishes in order to 
save the honour of his misguided father.” 

And Rama thus gave reply to his grieving father : 

“The resolve I have rightly made today may, who knows, 

fail by tomorrow. I therefore prefer to take the road to the 
forest today itself. Let mother Kaikeyi have also no longer 
any doubts about the fulfilment of the boons promised by 
you ; let your words be true and my vow remain unshaken. 
I desire not the pomp of power nor carnal pleasures so much 
as the execution of the will of my sire. Indeed, for his sake 
there is nothing that I am not prepared to sacrifice—not 
even my life, nor dear Sita and heaven itself. 
Great king, I beg you to banish this sorrow of yours. 
It does not become you. Does the majestic ocean languish ? 
By your truth, by your good deeds, I swear before you that 
I earnestly wish you to remain ever true. Forgive me, there- 
fore, sire, I cannot delay my departure even for a moment. 
O best of men, grieve not for me; you will soon see me 
returning after completing the four and ten years of my 
exile.” 

The aged king, feeble with suffering, fondly embraced 
his son and broke down with grief; and all the women of 
the royal household with the exception of Kaikeyi began 
to weep bitterly, while the crowd, assembled in the court, 
uttered in distress: “Alas, alas!” 


18. SUMANTRA REPROACHES KAIKEYI | 


And Dasaratha’s trusted counsellor, Sumantra, could 
not contain his anger any longer. He was breathing hard. 
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shaking his head, wringing his hands and gnashing his teeth. 
His eyes were red with fury. His face had changed colour 
and he, was the very. picture of misery. Reading the king’s 
mind, he addressed Kaikeyi in these words, sharp as arrows 
that could, pierce her to the quick and make her tremble : 

“Madam, when you could set at nought that lord of 
the world, your husband, what wotse crime is there which 
you will not stoop to do? To the great king, invincible as 
Indra, firm as the mountain, and dignified as the ocean, you 
have brought woe by your misdeeds; you are verily death 
to him and to his house. Scorn him not, my lady; he is 
your’ husband, your protector and benefactor. And to a 
woman, the husband is worth far'more than a million sons. 

It is an age-long tradition that, when a king dies, his 
eldest son succeeds him; and you now wish Dasaratha to 
be guilty of breaking that rule. Well, let your son Bharata 
be the king; but I warn you we shall all leave this place 
and go whither Rama goes. Madam, so impious is your deed 
that no Brahmana would care to live in your domain; and 
so wicked is your conduct that it is a wonder that the earth 
does not yawn and swallow you up. 

You may cut down a mango tree and in its place plant 
a neem sapling, tend it carefully, feeding it with milk in- 
stead of water. And yet it will never become sweet. Even 
so is it with you. You have, I believe, inherited your 
mother’s traits. There is an old saying that honey cannct 
be expected from the fruit of a neem tree. 

I can recall to my mind the story of your mother’s per- 
verseness. It appears that a gifted saint once gave a boon to 
your father, king Kaikeya, which enabled him to follow ‘the 
speech of all creatures’ on earth. One day, when he was 
lying in his bed, he heard the conversation of some ants 
which amused him so much that he could not help laugh- 
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ing. Misunderstanding his merriment your mother asked im 
anger: ‘O king, I should like to know why you are laugh- 
ing thus.’ | 

And the king answered: ‘Dear, were I to tell you: 
the reason, it would mean instant death for me.’ 

Your mother then said to the king: ‘You are making 
fun of me. You may live or die, I care not. But I must 
know it.’ 

The king then sought the advice of the sage who had 
given him the boon, and the sage said to him: ‘O king, 
let her die or leave you. Do not comply with her wishes.” 

Accordingly, your father sent away your mother with- 
Out any qualms. And now you too, on evil intent, foolishly 
wish to drive our king into doing a wrong. Your conduct 
proves the truth of the well-known saying that sons take 
after the father and daughters after the mother. O queen, 
I beg you not to behave like your mother. Listen to your 
husband; obey him; and be cherished and honoured by 
the people. 

Madam, the sinless Dasaratha will never break the 
promise he has made to you. It behoves you, therefore, to. 
tell him yourself that Rama, the righteous and mighty Rama, 
the eldest son, be installed king. If Rama were to leave his 
sire and be banished to the woods, your name, I tell you, will 
be besmirched for ever. Now, pray rid yourself of this fever 
of yours. Let Rama rule the realm; for there is none wor- 
thier to be king than he. And when Rama takes over the 
reins of the state, Dasaratha will, following the custom of his 
race, retire to the woods.” 

With folded hands thus spoke Sumantra, before the peo- 
ple assembled in the court, words which were both bitter and 
friendly. But Kaikeyi was neither ruffled by his reproaches: 
nor moved by his appeal, and her face did not change colour 
in the least. 
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19. THE HERMIT’S GARB 


Then the unhappy monarch said to Sumantra: ‘O cha- 
_ -tioteer, let Rama be escorted with all honours by my forces 
of the four classes magnificently equipped—elephants, horses, 
chariots and infantry. Let lovely tmaids, merchants and the 
elite of the city follow him adding splendour to the caval- 
«ade. Give wealth in plenty to Rama’s dependents and to 
his companions-in-arms and bid them join him. Let the citi- 
zens of Ayodhya, with vehicles laden with their belongings, 
_ and the hunters of the forest accompany Rama. Engaged in 
slaying deer and elephants and drinking the wild honey of 
the forest and feasting his eyes on streams, he may perhaps 
forget the kingdom he has resigned. Let Rama have all my 
wealth in the treasury and all the corn in our warehouses so 
that he may perform sacrifices in holy places, distribute lar- 
gess liberally and live happily in the Ces, of Rishis. And 
Bharata can have all Ayodhya to govern.” 

Hearing these words, Kaikeyi’s heart was filled with fear 
the colour fled from her face; and her voice was choked. In 
dismay, she stood before the king and said : 

“O righteous lord, that cannot be. Emptied of all its 
wealth, the city deserted, and all that is left being even like 
the dregs of a wine cup, what is there for Bharata to enjoy ?” 

So remonstrated Kaikeyi bitterly and shamelessly till 
Dasaratha retorted in anger : “Wretch, why did you not 
think of it before ?” 

But in fury, twice as great, the wicked dame demand- 
ed: “As king Sagara, one of your ancestors, drove his eldest 
son Asamanja out of his pa even so, I ask, Rama 
should go into exile.” 

“Fie on you,” said Dasaratha in disgust, and all the 
people around hung their head in shame. But Kaikeyi 
marked it not and stood unabashed. 
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Then Dasaratha’s aged minister, Siddhartha, said to: 
her: “Madam; do you know why Asamanja was banished ? 
I shall tell you. That wretch took delight in catching the 
children of the people playing in the streets and drowning 
them in the Sarayu river. The people represented in anger 
to the king: ‘O glorious monarch, you must choose between 
us and your son.’ The good king, mindful of the welfare of 
his subjects, accordingly banished his wicked son. But what 
has Rama done to deserve such punishment ? We do not see 
any fault in him. He is pure as the moon. But if you can 
tell us of any blemish in his conduct, by all means let him be 
sent into exile. Forget not that, be he Indra himself, he that 
drives away an innocent person courts misfortune. O madam, 
I beseech you, therefore, not to think any more of depriving 
Rama of his heritage. Let not your name be tarnished.” 

The appeal of the aged counsellor was in vain. Ther 
Rama humbly said to the king: “O monarch, of what use 
are pomp and wealth to me who is renouncing all worldly 
pleasures and is going to lead a hermit’s life in the woods ?’ 
To wish for them would be even like a person foolishly hug- 
ging the fetters that had fastened an elephant after giving 
away the elephant itself as gift. O best of men, everything 
that you so gtaciously propose to give me I resign in favour’ 
of my brother Bharata. I need only a dress made of bark, 
a basket and a spade which may kindly be supplied to me.” 

Kaikeyi immediately brought clothing made of bark 
and unblushingly said to Rama before all the people assem- 
bled there: “Here it is, now wear it, Rama.” 

Rama discarded the fine cloth he was wearing and don- 
ned the coarse habit of a hermit, and Lakshmana too did the 
same. : 

But seeing the coarse dress meant for her, Sita who was 
clad in’ rich attire started as a young deer does at the sight 
of the hunter’s snare before it. Trembling, she picked up the 
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proferred garment.’ Her eyes were brimming with tears; yet 
firm an doing her part, but not knowing how to wear it, she 
shyly said’'to her lord : “I wonder how the wives of hermits 
“tie this’dress.”' Full of womanly modesty, and before’ the 
gathering: there,’ she, however, flung a portion of the cloth 
tound*her'tieck and stood ‘sad and confused. Rama rushed’ to 
her aidvand began’ to tie the dress properly on her ‘body. At 
the sight of this, the womenfolk there were all moved to 
tears ‘and’ they ‘appealed to Rama : 

“Dear Rama; surely the blameless Sita is not bound to: 
go into exile.» You may be leaving for the forest for honour- 
-ing the pledges of your sire. But let Sita remain here,’ and 
let us’ have the pleasure of'her gracious company till” you 
return. If you must go, go therefore, son, with Lakshmana for 
a companion. It is not meet that tender Sita should suffer 
the hardships of a hermit’s life. Firm in following the call 
of duty, we know you may not be willing to remain, but leave 
dear Sita behind. O Rama, be so good as to grant our prayer.” 

-But Rama’ heeded not their prayer. Then Vasishta, the 
venerable family-priest, intervening asked him to ‘hold’ and 
said sternly to Kaikeyi : 

“Graceless dame, vicious Kaikeyi, having Bebutlea the 
king into ‘banishing Rama, you now dare to stand here’ ‘pos- 
ing as a pafagon of virtue. Know, madam, that Sita is under 
no obligation to’ go into exile. Indeed, she shall, during’ Ramia’s 
absence, take his place; for those joined in wedlock have 
but one self and Sita, being thus Rama’s self, shall rule 
the kingdom for him. But if she should’ choose to go into 
exile with him, we and this whole city shall all follow her ; 
and aye, where Rama and Sita go, there the whole country 
with its warders will go. And Bharata, along with Satrughna, 
clad in bark will also, I am sure, hie to.the- forest to join his 
brother. You can then be the sole monarch of this empty 
realm, deserted by its people, and hold sway to your heart’s 
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content over dumb trees which would be all that is left. If 
Bharata is a true son of Dasaratha, he will never accept sove- 
reignty not offered to him willingly by his sire, nor wil! he 
in this matter be amenable to your wishes like a son. You 
.May-try all your arts; you may soar to the skies; but, true 
to the traditions of his ancestors, noble Bharata will never do 
otherwise. You have thus done a great disservice to your own 
beloved son. 

And, O daughter of king Kaikeya, your boon in any 
case relates to the banishment of Rama only. It behoves you, 
therefore, gracefully to remove the garment of bark covering 
‘Sita and instead to adorn her, your daughter-in-law, with pre- 
cious ornaments.. And when she departs, let chariots and a 
lordly train go with her, and she be also given all manner 
of wealth to take with her.” 

Then Rama, who was now ready to leave for the forest. 
commended his mother to the care of the king who was sit- 
ting bowed down by sorrow and said : 

“Righteous lord, here is my dear aged mother Kausalya, 
noble, gentle and ever obedient to you, plunged in sorrow 
at being separated from me. Poor soul, having never before 
suffered such woe, she needs, more than ever, your loving 
care. O Indra’s peer, I pray that you may be indulgent to 
her so that, while missing me when I am away in the forest, 
she may yet, cheered by your support and henaured by you, 
not die of grief.” 


20. KAUSALYA’S COUNSEL TO SITA 


Meanwhile, Sumantra, as instructed by the king, 
brought for Sita precious ornaments and valuable clothirg 
sufficient for the fourteen years she would be living in the 
woods. Decked in those robes, and her limbs adorned with 
ornaments, she lit up the hall with radiance even as the rays 
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of the morning sun illumine the sky. As Sita approached 
her mother-in-law, Kausalya clasped her to her bosom and 
kissing her on the head spoke : 


“Daughter dear, in this world of ours, wicked women, 
be they loved and cherished ever so much, set their husbands 
at nought when fortune frowns on them. At the first breath 
of misfortune, after many a happy year, they begin to blame 
their lords and even leave them. Women are by nature like 
this. They are false, deceitful and inscrutable. Young women 
are to sin inclined and flighty. Being fickle-minded, neither 
lineage, learning nor gratitude, nor even the sanctity of the 
matriage tie holds them from going astray. 

But the good and righteous woman, true to the scrip- 
tures, regards her lord as the holiest of holy things on earth. 
_ Therefore, noble Sita, let not your husband, my dear son 
Rama, doomed to exile, be slighted by you. Rich ot poor, he 
is like unto a God to you.” 


And Sita answered with folded holds: 


“Revered mother, be assured that I shall do all that you 
have directed me to do. I am also not unaware of what is 
-expected of a dutiful wife ; and, noble lady, let there be no 
doubt in your mind that I do not belong to the faithless class 
of women. The lustre will fly from the moon sooner than 
I shall fail in my duty to my lord. Without strings, the 
Veena sends forth no music; without wheels the chariot 
does not move ; and without her lord by her side, no woman 
can be happy though blest with a hundred children. What 
father, mother and son can give her is but small; but limit- 
less is the bliss that the husband confers. And who, unless 
depraved, would not love and honour him ? Brought up in 
this knowledge, and believing in it, would I, O mother, be 
guilty of disrespect towards my husband ? To a woman her 
lord is, I think, verily a God.” 
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Hearing.these loving and heartening words of 'Sita, ‘Kau- 
salya shed tears of joy mingled with sorrow. Then the duti. 
ful Rama went reverently round ‘Kausalya, touched ‘her ‘feet, 
and standing before her with folded hands, said : 

“Do not give way to sorrow, mother dear. Look at my 
aged and suffering sire and check »your grief for his sake. 
Quickly will fly the nine and five years of my exile like a 
fleeting night soundly slept, and you will soon see me return- 
ing happily and welcomed by friends.” 

Then, turning to the other royal ladies, he humbly took 
leave of them saying : 

“If through familiarity or unwittingly I have in the past 
offended you, pray forgive me.” 

They were all deeply touched by Rama’s noble and 
kindly words, and from their mouths came cries of distress 
like the piercing cry of the curlew. And in that royal man- 
sion where formerly the joyous notes of drum and tabor were 
heard, there now rang the sound of wailing and woe. 


21. RAMA LEAVES AYODHYA 


Then Rama, along with, Sita and Lakshmana, bowed 
down at Dasaratha’s feet, went round him in reverence and - 
took leave of him. They next paid their respects to mothers 
Kausalya and Sumitra. 

And: to Lakshmana who was ciasping her feet, Sumitra 
Said weeping : 

“My dear boy, ever a true friend of others, you seem 
to be destined for forest life. Go, my son, and fail not to 
be dutiful to your brother. Rama. Be he in weal or woe, he 
is your refuge. It behoves the younger son always to honour 
and obey. the eldest. That is the rule followed by the good. 
And that has been the noble tradition of your ancient race, 
even munificent in gifts, at sacrifices and heroic unto death 
in battle. Look on Rama as your father Dasaratha himself 
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and Sita,as myself; and let your’ lowly forest’ abode be to 
you as welcome as gorgeous Ayodhya itselt. Go, my darling ; 
and may you fare well.” 

At last, they ascended the chatiot which Sumantra had 
got ready for them. And, as it began to move, the people of 
Ayodhya, young and old, overcome’ by’ grief, rushed towards 
it even as the thirsty rush to water on a hot day. On either 
side of the car and behind it, they followed looking at Rama 
with: eyes brimming with tears and’ shouting : 

“O charioteer; draw the reins tightly and go slow; for 
we want to have a good look at Rama whom we may not 
see again for a long while. How noble of Sita that, true to. 
her duty, she is clinging to her husband as the’ sun’s radiance 
cleaves to Meru’s peak. And, Lakshmana, you too’ are indeed 
blest in following and serving your god-like brother ; and 
eternal bliss will surely be yours.” 

Meanwhile, the aged king, torn by grief, also came out 
of the: palace followed by Kausalya and other royal dames 
crying: “I want to see my dafling son,” and ran after the 
cat. Like a colt held by a rope looking’ longingly at its dam.” 
Rama, bound by duty’s call, could cast only a lingering’ side- 
glance atvhis*mother.» Arid so distressed was ‘he to see his 
parents; deservingof every bliss and unused to sotrow, now © 
trudging on»:foot; and*so’ unablé® to“ bear thesight that he 
cried) “Speed: Sumantra, speed.” He ‘felt “helpless liké an’ 
elephant urged fotward‘ bythe driver's hook and ‘could not’ 
meet theirieyes: And; as a cow tuns’ back ‘to ‘its ‘stall where 
its calf is tethered, Kausalye’cofitiriued’ ‘tunning towards the” 
car crying’: “O Rama, :O Sita; O'Lakshmana,” while thé king 
shouted: “Stop ‘chafiotéer, stop.” But’ urged’ by “Rama, 
Sumantra sped the chariot away as fast as he could: 

At last;»Dasatatha’s' counsellors ‘persuaded’ the king te 
stop by'saying’:: “It would be wrong to follow him too ‘far °’ 
whom we wish to see returning home again.” Agreeing with 
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their wise counsel, the tired and sorrowing king and queen 
stood casting a longing and lingering look on their son as 
he was being swiftly borne away to the woods. Thus they 
remained there looking intently in the direction in which 
the car had gone till the dust raised by it died down which it 
took a long time to do as though it wanted to humour and 
comfort the king. But when the dust ceased, Dasaratha sank 
to the ground overcome by grief. Kausalya tried to lift him 
up. But he spurned the proferred help of Kaikeyi saying : 

“Kaikeyi, wicked woman, touch me not. I do not wish 
to see you. You are no longer a wife or any relation of 
mine. Self-seeking and unrighteous that you are, I shall not 
have anything more to do with you. I renounce for ever the 
hand I took, the steps I went with you round the sacred fire 
and all that bound us together. And should Bharata gloat 
over the sovereignty which he is thus getting, may the offer- 
ings made by him on my death never reach my spirit.” 

Retracing his steps slowly and stumbling at every step 
he looked back, again and again, vainly hoping to have a 
glimpse of his son. He continued to think of Rama, and in 
bitter anguish cried : 

“I see only the footprints of the horses that bore Rama 
away and not my darling son. Oh, where could he be now ?” 

At last, assisted by Kausalya, Dasaratha reached his deso- 
late home; he desired to be conducted to Kausalya’s house. 
In a faint voice choking with grief he said: 

“Take me quickly to the house of Rama’s mother; for 
there alone I may have some solace.” 

But he still went on lamenting. Throwing up his hands, 
he would utter a piteous cry: “O Rama, have you gone away 
forsaking me ?” | 

_ And when night came, it was like the night of doom 
to. him; so distraught was. he thar at midnight he cried to 
Kausalya : 
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“Kausalya, my sight which followed Rama has not come 
back and I can see nothing. My eyes do not see you. Oh, 
touch me well, Kausalya, so that I may be assured you are 
with me.” 


22. RAMA’S JOURNEY TO THE FOREST 


As Rama’s chariot sped, the people, however, continued 
to follow it and would not hear of going back. Looking at — 
them full of affection as if they were his children and drink- 
ing their love, as it were, Rama said to them lovingly : 

“Friends, if you would make me happy, I ask you to 
return to your homes and extend to Bharata, in the same 
measure, the love and reverence that you all bear for me. 
Young in years, but old in understanding, Bharata has all 
the virtues to be your lord and he will look after your wel- 
fare." 3% 

But, with tears in their eyes, the people persisted in fol- 
lowing Rama to the woods, and it looked as though Rama and 
Lakshmana were dragging them along with a rope in the 
form of their virtues. And when he heard the sad cry of the © 
aged Brahmanas who were unable to keep pace with the cha- 
riot, Rama was moved so much that he got down at once and 
walked along with them pursuing, however, his chosen 
~ course. And those aged elders, bent on Rama’s return to 
Ayodhya, appealed to him thus : 

“Rama, if you must go to the woods, we shall follow 
you without question. But, noble and dutiful that you are, 
please listen to our prayer. With our bowed hoary heads and © 
swan-white hairs covered’ with the dust of the road we beg 
you to retrace your steps. Look, all mobile and immobile 
objects are longing to see you back. Do show your wonted 
mercy to them. See those trees, how the wind is wafting 
their moan as, bound by roots, they must remain where they 
are and cannot follow you. And the birds are sitting still on 
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the branches, forlorn and foodless, calling you, ever. metci- 
ful to all.” 

_ While they were thus pleading, they sighted the..river 
Tamasa which seemed as though it was barring Rama's course 
and was also wishing him to return. The sun had begun to 
set and they all rested for the night by the riverside. 

Rama rose long before dawn and, looking at-the people 
who were still sleeping, said to Lakshmana : 

“O brother, look at these good people resting at the 
foot of these trees, leaving their homes and. following us, all 
for love of us., It seems these citizens of ours would rather 
give up their lives than their resolve to prevail on us to return 
to Ayodhya. Let us, therefore, quickly move away before they 
awake so that these loving souls may not have to bear such 
hardship on my account. A prince is expected to relieve the 
sufferings of his subjects and should not let them suffer for 
his troubles.” 

Accordingly, they got into the chariot, crossed the river 
and drove away swiftly to the woods.. When he reached..the 
farthest point, of the ,extensive Kosala domain,.Rama stood 
with folded hands, facing. Ayodhya, and humbly. prayed : 

“Great city, protected by King Kakustha’s race, I beg you 
and the gods that dwell, there, ever guarding you, to permit 
me to go. May I be blest to see you again along with my 
parents after aneuGe my exile. and: discharging my _ obli- 
gation, to, my sire.” | 

Then, with tears streaming down his face, he took leave 
of the loving simple peasant, folk from hamlets. nearby who 
had been gathering round him and expressing their deep. con- 
cern for their. beloved prince. 

The chariot sped fast, and by evening they reached the . 
holy Ganga river of three paths flowing majestically with 
waters free from. weeds and clear. Hermits were engaged in 
performing their ablutions. there. It was the) meeting. place 


Aw wih/ 


RAMA’S JOURNEY TO THE FOREST 109 


and. pleasure, ground of the gods ; and celestial nymphs sport- 
ed in its, waters. On its banks were lovely groves and dense 
forests where elephants were roaming. With the lilies and 
other variegated blossoms and tender leaves on the trees 
around it, the river shone like a woman decked in a variety ~ 
of ornaments. .And» to) this riverside graced by hermitages 
and. humming with the sweet notes of many a warbler came 
Rama to rest for the second night of his exile. 

He was met here by his old friend, Guha, Chief of 
Nishadas (hunters) who offered him royal poe ae But, 
embracing him, Rama observed : 

“Guha, my good friend; we feel highly honoured by your 
taking the trouble of coming on foot to greet us and are very 
happy to meet you. But I may not accept your kindly gifts. 
Know) me now as.an ascetic, clad in hermit’s garb and sub- 
sisting on hermit’s fare, wandering in the forests in fulfilment 
of my duty. Feed: for the horses is all that I need; and you 
would indeed be honouring and pleasing me very much by 
doing me that service.” 

The night was spent at the foot of a tree on the river 
bank, and at dawn the two princes and Sita got ready to 
cross the river in a ferry provided by Guha. And laying his 
hand lovingly on Sumantra, Rama said : 

_“Sumantra;; we shall now be entering the forest on 
foot. Go quickly back, therefore, to Ayodhya with the cha- 
riot and attend on my father, the king, with care.” 

And to Sumantra; who broke down at having to part 
with his beloved prince, Rama further sweetly said : 

“My good friend, I have never known any one so loyal 
to thé house ‘of Ikshvaku as you. T ask you, therefore, spe- 
cially to see that the king does not grieve for me. The king 
is old, torn by grief, weak and passion-ridden ; hence, I make 
this request to you. And to cheer him, give fin this message 
from me: 


110 AYODHYA-KANDA 


O sire, I, Sita and Lakshmana are not sorrowing over 
leaving Ayodhya and living in the woods. You will soon see 
us returning after completing the period of our exile.’ 

Give our compliments and this message to all the 
queen-mothers and assure dear mother Kausalya that we ate 
all doing well. And tell Bharata : 

‘Extend equally to all the three mothers the same regard 
as you show for the sire.. By discharging the duties of Yuva- 
raja as desired by the king, great bliss will be yours both in 
this and the other world.’ ” 

Then, discarding every vestige of royalty, clad in bark 
and deer skin and with matted hair. the two brothers and! 
Sita bade farewell to Guha and Sumantra and boarded the 
ferry. When they had gone half-way across the river, Sita 
prayed thus with palms joined : 

“O goddess Ganga, protected by you, may Rama fulfil 
his sire’s behest and return safely with me and his brother 
after completing the period of his exile in the forest, when 
I shall, full of joy, come home and offer you my grateful 
prayers. If, by your favour, this best of men, comes back 
safely and reigns over his kingdom I shall, to win your grace, 
besides making sacrificial offerings to you, give a hundred 
thousand kine and rich garments to Brahmanas and I shall 
also feed them sumptuously. 

And further I shall offer my grateful thanks and wor- 
ship at each shrine and holy spot on your banks.” 


23. CHITRAKUTA 


On reaching the southern bank of the river, they began 
their dreary journey through the uninhabited forest. And 
Rama said : 

“Lakshmana, we have to be very watchful while going 
about in these woods where no man dwells. Do you go in 
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\ front; Sita will follow you, and behind her I shall come 
: guarding you both.” 

Thus they walked all day long, and when evening came 
they rested for the night under a tree. At dawn, they resum- 
ed their journey through the dense forest wondering at the 
variety Of trees and the beauty of the landscape. By evening, 
they came to the confluence of the two great rivers, Yamuna 
and Ganga. And Rama said : 

“Lakshmana, see the smoke there rising to the sky like 
the banner of Fire-god. We seem to have come near the 
hermitage of sage Bharadwaja. And the roar of the waters 
also tells us that we are close to the confluence of the two 
holy rivers.” 

They soon reached the great hermit’s cottage and found 
Bharadwaja sitting surrounded by his disciples. They made 
obeisance to him, and Rama then told briefly who they were 
and what had brought them there. The sage greeted them 
warmly and, after doing all the honours due to a guest. he 
said : yy 

“Yes, my son, I have heard of your undeserved: banish- 
ment. You ate welcome to stay with us in this holy and 
pleasant place and live here happily till your exile is over.” 

But, ever mindful of the weal of others, Rama thus gave 
teply : 

“Worshipful sage, I may not remain here as this place 
is fairly near towns and hamlets, and people are sure to come 
to see us, thus disturbing your solitude. May I, therefore, 
beg you to suggest some secluded beautiful spot far ficr 
human habitation where this daughter of Janaka may live in 
peace.” : 

Bharadwaja said : | 

“Rama, ten leagues from here there is a hill, holy and 
beautiful, known as Chitrakuta (peak of ‘beauty); faitned "as" 
the great Gandhamadana mountain itself. It is the home of 
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many ascetics. To holy ineee turns the mind of him who 
sees its peak. 

It is well-wooded ; and fei roots and honey are to 
be found in abundance. : 

It is. the haunt ‘of bears and monkeys, while herds of 
elephants and, deer roam freely in all its woods. 

On the mountain slopes runs many a stream, and there 
are also bubbling springs of water, all charming to the eye. 
The cry of peacocks and the song of the Kokil warm one’s: 
heart. You will indeed find peace and pleasure ‘in roving over 
that sacred. hill. And being also remote from town and vil- 
lage it is a place which, I think, will suit you.” 

After a long and pleasant conversation with the sage,. 
and tired as they were after the arduous journey, they spent 
a restful night at the hermitage. The next morning they took 
leave of Bharadwaja who wished them well. And, like a fond 
father seeing his children off, the sage accompanied them for 
some distance and gave them full instructions as to the path 
to take for Chitrakuta. 

They soon reached the northern bank of holy Yamuna 
which they crossed in a raft constructed by the brothers them- 
selves. And they pressed forward through the forest in the 
direction of Chitrakuta engaged in pleasant conversation, 
admiring the wild and varied scenery. Sita, in particular, was 
excited over all that she saw. Each new flower or fruit, tree 
or. creeper attracted her attention, and Lakshmana was’ ever 
ready. to.,satisfy her wishes, bringing what she wanted. © By © 
evening, they reached a pleasant spot tesounding with pea-» 
cock’s\ cry where they: spent the fitch ine of their exile in 
calm .contentment. A 

When morning aoed er barked in “the waters of 
holy Yamuna, did their morning prayers ‘and then took’ the 
road to! the )‘Chitrakuta hill» which ‘wasnow~ very near to 
them., As» they were reaching the: hill, ‘Rama said : Huasd 
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“Sita, my love, see those Kénmsuka trees all around laden 


| with wreaths of flaming flowers; and those Bzlwa_ trees,. 


though unattended by men, are weighed down by fruits in. 


plenty. Ah, this is indeed a place where we can stay. Laksh- 
mana, look at those heavy honeycombs hanging from every 
tree, each containing, I fancy, two good measures of nectar.. 
Hark how, in the glens strewn with flowers, to the startling 
cries of the wild-cock the peacock replies. And lo, there is: 
the lofty peak of glorious Chitrakuta hill, resounding with 
the sweet melody of birds. And in the woodlands of this 
hill, where Heemiits dwell, we shall build a cottage and settle: 


down.” 


On reaching the hill they first paid their respects to the 
great sage Valmiki. Then Lakshmana soon built a thatched 
hut with forest timber and leaves. They occupied it in an 
auspicious hour after performing the prescribed rites and 
after propitiating the gods. And roving in the woods of that | 
lovely hill with Sita and Lakshmana, and enjoying the com- 
pany of holy men, Rama was happy and the sorrow of exile 
from Ayodhya troubled him no more. 


24. DASARATHA. AND. THE HERMIT’S CURSE 


Six days after Rama left for the woods king Dasaratha 
recalled at midnight, with anguish, a crime he had committed 
in days. gone by, when he was yet a young man, which he > 
narrated to Kausalya who was still ‘grieving for Rama. 

“O' auspicious one, in this world one is sure, in due 
course, to reap the fruit of past actions, be they good or bad. 
As you sow you reap. He is deemed a foolish child who, be- 
fore undertaking any task, does not weigh carefully its merits 
and its defects.’ And he comes to grief who cuts down'a 
mango grove and, misled by its brave show of blossoms and — 
size, 2tows ‘palash treés instead in the hopé of getting better — 
fruits. Even’so will a man be disappointed who acts without 
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thought. Likewise, I am grieving after foolishly banishing 
Rama. 

O Kausalya, listen. When I was still a youth I was 
known for my skill in archery, and I prided myself on being 
able to shoot by sound and without looking at the object. It 
was then that I committed a wrong unknowingly which has 
brought me all this woe, and I am now suffering even as a 
child does who drinks poison without knowing it to be such. 

This was how it happened, and it was before our mar- 
riage, when my parents were alive and I was only the Yuva- 
raja. The scorching summer heat was over and the Sun had 
begun journeying south. Welcome clouds appeared in the 
sky and the rainy season had set in bringing joy to man, bird 
and beast. When nature was thus smiling, I was tempted to 
go a-hunting, and with my bow and arrow I set out along 
the bank of the Sarayu river in quest of game in the hope 
of killing, when dusk fell, an elephant or bison that might 
«come to the riverside to drink. And, hiding myself carefully, 
I succeeded in shooting, by the sound they made, two wild 
beasts that came to the river. Then I heard the sound of 
water being filled which I mistook for the sound of an ele- 
phant drinking water, and I sent a keen shaft in that ditec- 
tion. And, to my horror, there came from that spot an ago- 
nising cry of a human being which said : 

“Oh, why am I, an innocent hermit, struck down by an 
-arrow ? I came to this lonely riverside to fill my pitcher, 
and who could have hit me with this shaft? What wrong 
‘have I done him ? What does he gain by killing a harmless 
hermit boy living on simple forest fare. and dressed in deer 
skin and coarse cloth, with his hair in matted coils? As 
heinous, indeed, is his profitless crime as that of a disciple 
polluting his preceptor’s bed. I grieve not so much for myself 
as.for. the fate of my parents, whom I have cherished so long, 
when I am gone. They are both aged and helpless, and the 
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single dart shot by that senseless man which is killing me 
does indeed kill all the three of us at once.” 

On hearing this plaintive appeal which smote my heart, 
my bow and arrow dropped from my trembling hands ; and, 
overcome with pity and numb with sorrow, I approached the 
spot whence the voice came and found a hermit boy lying on 
the ground in agony pierced by my shaft and smeared with 
dust and blood, with his pitcher empty by his side. He saw 
how dazed and frightened I was, and looking as if he would 
consume me with his ascetic power he said sternly : 

“O king, what harm have I, living in these woods, done 
you that you should kill me? I had come to this stream to 
carry some water home for my parents. This shaft of yours 
is not only killing me but is also hastening to death my 
parents who, being old and blind, will be quite helpless with- 
out me. These feeble and blind parents of mine, poor souls, 
are at this moment patiently waiting for me to bring them 
water for slaking their thirst ; and now, alas, how will they 
bear the pangs of thirst ? Methinks, knowledge of the scrip- 
tures and practice of austerities are in vain; else my father 
should have known by now that I am lying on the ground 
dying. Yet, feeble and unable to move_as he is, what could he 
do even if he knew what had befallen me? A tree, though 
firmly-rooted itself, can hardly save another tree riven by 
tempest. O monarch, for your sake, go in all haste and tell 
my father what has happened, lest in anger he reduces you 

to ashes like a roaring fire burning up a forest. Go this way 
to the hermitage and propitiate him so that he may not curse 
you in rage. And now, before you go, please pull out this 
shaft which is eating into my vitals even as the rushing flood 
cuts into the river’s banks.” 

I did not know what to do, whether to pull out the 
arrow or not. If it remained, he would be suffering great 
agony; but if it was removed, he would surely. die at once 
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and I might be guilty of Brahmanicide. He guessed my 
thought and said with great difficulty and in a feeble voice : 

‘Sinless one, take heart and shed the fear that you have 
killed a Brahman. For, ‘O king, I do not belong to the twice- 
born class, being born to a Vysya by a Sudra mother.’ 

Then, as he lay trembling on the ground, I drew the 
Shaft from his body, and looking at me with eyes set in fear 
he passed away.” 

At the recollection of this sad episode, the king was 

overwhelmed by remorse, but continued : 
“O Kausalya, having unwittingly done a great crime, 
-and with my mind distraught, I thought within tnyself how 
best I could repair the wrong. I filled the jar with water and 
took the path to the cottage of the hermit, and there I saw 
his feeble and aged parents sitting helpless like two birds 
with their wings clipped. The couple were passing the time 
speaking fondly of their son. whom they were anxiously 
expecting which hope, alas, I had been guilty of destroying. 
Hearing my footsteps, the old man said : 

‘O child, why have you been sco long in coming? Let 
me have soon a little water to drink.. Come in quickly ; your 
mother is also very anxious about you and thirsty. You must 
have been playing in the river and hence perhaps the delay. 
-Or, O son, if, without meaning it, your mother or I have hurt 
your feelings in any way, it behoves you as a hermit to over- 
look it and not to bear it in mind. You are the refuge to us, 
your parents, who are helpless; you are their eyes, for we 
-are blind; and our lives are bound up with yours. Oh, speak, 
wherefore ate you silent ?’ 

I was dumb with fear when I heard his touching words. 
‘But, with great effort and in a faltering voice, I at last said 
in great trepidation : 

‘Revered sire, I am not your noble son. I am the ill- 
-fated prince Dasaratha.’ I then told him the sad story and 
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concluded. : “Thus, quite unaware of what I was doing, [I have 
killed your son and, O sire, be gracious; I beg you to forgive 
me for my heedless deed.’ 


When he ‘heard my tragic taie, he was overcome with 
_ grief)’ With a face bathed in tears, drawing a deep sigh and 
looking wan with’ sorrow, the venerable hermit said to me as 
I was standing near him with folded arms : 


“O king, had you not come and broken the grievous 
news to me yourself, your head would have burst into a 
thousand fragments immediately. If a king deliberately kills 
sages, he wili, without doubt, be hurled down from his pedes- 
tal*even though he be mighty Indra himself. The whole race 
of Ikshvaku, let alone yourself, would have perished but for 
the fact that this deed was, O king, done by you unwittingly. 
Now take me to the spot where my dear son is lying dead so 
that I may have a last look at him.” 

Accordingly, I led the hermit and his wife to the place 
and helped them to touch his body. They laid their hands on 


their son’s body and fell over him in a paroxysm of grief. And 
the old father said : 


“O darling son, how is it you do not greet us ? No word 
for us—not one word. Why are you lying on the ground 
and: why are you angry ? If you are displeased with me, see 
your mother who is here.. Oh, why do you not clasp us with 
your arms? Sweet. and ‘gentle child, do speak to us. When 
shall I hear; again that. gentle voice chanting the holy texts 
sweetly in the early hours of the morning. Poor, friendless 
and_helpless as: I.am, who now. will bring choice roots and 
fruits from the forest. and. lovingly feed me as af I were a 
dear guest. O son, how can I support your blind and aged 
mother ‘who .is. wrapped up in you? Oh, do not go away ; 
stay yet a\while and. go tomorrow to Yama’s abode along 
with me and your. mother.. We shall beg of that just and 
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illustrious protector of the world to spare you for the sake 
of us who are otherwise forlorn. 

O child, you are unstained by sin and, by virtue of your 
purity, you go to the regions to which rise those heroes who 
never show their back in battle and fall fighting; to those 
regions to which the great kings, Sagara, Saibya, Dilip, Jana- 
majaye and others have gone. May that heavenly abode be 
yours to which they attain who are righteous, learned and 
austere ; who have tended the sacred fire; have gifted away 
land and a thousand cows; dutifully served their preceptors 
and have been true to their marriage vow.” 

With such piteous words the aged hermit kept weeping 
and wailing for a long time. Then the couple offered obla- 
tions to the departed soul. And the hermit boy, rich in merit, 
rose to the heavens in a celestial form in the company of 
Indra, the Lord of Heaven. Before leaving, he consoled his 
parents and said: ‘Venerable parents, it is my devotion to 
you that has secured for me this blissful abode on you will 
also soon join -me there.’ 

Having performed the funeral rites, the hermit turned 
to me who was standing reverently by his side and spoke : 

“O king, now kill me too. I shall not be sorry to die. 
For you have taken away the one child that I had and have 
left me childless. Because you have struck down my son of 
unblemished conduct, though unintentionally, I lay this bitrer 
curse on you: May you also end your days in grief—though 
it may be at some distant date, but sure nevertheless—sor- 
rowing over your son even as I am now suffering.” 

After thus cursing me, the pair continued bitterly to 
bemoan their lot and finally threw themselves into the funeral 
pyre and rose to heaven. 

“OQ Kausalya, my present misfortune brought back to 
my memory this crime of my youth and, as the merciful her- 
mit willed, I am now justly suffering for it even as a person 
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brings disease upon himself by eating tasty but unwholesome 
food. I richly deserve the punishment. 

O Kausalya, help; my sight is getting dim; I cannot 
see you. Let me feel the touch of your hands. My memory 
is also failing and the messengers of Death are hurrying me. 
At this moment, when life is fast ebbing away, can there be 
a greater misery than that of not having before me my darling 
son Rama, the righteous Rama of true valour. My grief at 
not seeing him is sucking away my very life-blood as the 
scorching summer heat dries up little pools of water. Gods, 
indeed, are they, and not men, that are fortunate to see Rama 
returning after fourteen years of exile. 

O Kausalya, my senses are failing and my understand- 
ing is becoming dim even as the lamp loses its brightness 
when the oil begins to fail. This agony of mind is fase eating 
me up as a torrent cuts into the river’s banks. O Raghava 
of mighty arms, the solace of my life, my darling son, where 
have you gone? O Kausalya, O selfless Sumitra, I am lost. 
_O Kaikeyi, wretch, the ruin of my race.” 

Thus did noble Dasaratha pass away pining for his dear 
son. 


25. BHARATA’S LAMENT 


After an arduous journey of seven days, Bharata who 
had been summoned saw from a distance the great city of 
Ayodhya before him, the city built by King Manu. As he 
came near he remarked with some concern to the driver of 
his chariot : | 

“© charioteer, the city seems to look strangely unlike 
what it was before. It used to be humming everywhere with 
crowds of ‘men and women moving about. Today I do not 
hear any such bustle. The public parks were formerly throng- 
ed with men of an evening for recreation, but they now seem 
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to be deserted and depressing. The paths in the gardens are 
untidy and covered with dead leaves from the trees which 
appear as if they are crying. Nor-do I hear, common at this. 
hour, the joyous note of bird and beast in their merriment, The 
city indeed looks like a veritable wilderness. I do not find 
the elite of the town going about on horseback or riding on. 
elephants as usual. I miss also the familiar deep sound of 
the beating of drums and cymbals and the soft music of the 
Veena. Why is not the gentle breeze blowing as of old laden. 
with the perfume of sandal and aloe and incense? I notice 
too many unpleasant omens boding ill and, O charioteer, I | 
am therefore much disturbed in mind. I fear that all is not. 
well with those dear to me.” 

With a heavy heart and full of apprehension, Bharata. 
entered the city, and he said further to the tired charioteer : 

“Good soul, I do not understand why I have been so. 
urgently summoned to come. I fear the worst. I see today 
all the ill omens which I have heard it said attended the pass-. 
ing away of the mighty. The houses, I find, have not been: 
swept ; doors are. wide open and unattended; and gloom 
seems to hang everywhere. Signs of worship, the customary. 
rites in houses at this hour and the offering of incense are 
nowhere to be seen, while householders look starved and 
dispirited. The temples seem to be empty and the worship: 
of the gods neglected; the garlands on the deities are. all 
dry ; and the flower-vendors are not busy as of old. Trade: 
seems to be dull and merchants seem to be: indifferent.’ 

Bharata was much distressed to see these: premonitions:. 
of evil. Full of anxiety and misgivings, he then entered: his... 
father’s. palace. Not finding, him there he went straight ty 
see his mother. Overcome. with joy at her son’s return, :Kai- . 
keyi jumped from her. golden seat.and, embracing him, enquir- 
ed after his welfare and that of his. relations... After answering»: 
her he asked her with some concern :, 
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"O mother, why is your couch, wrought in gold, not 
being used ‘and why is there gloom all around ? Father used 
to ‘be here mostly and I, therefore, came here direct to pay 
My respects to him. Pray, tell me if he is to be found. in 
mother Kausalya’s abode.” 

So deluded was Kaikeyi by the thought of kingly power 
for her son that she replied as if the news would be welcome : 
“Dear boy, your high-souled and illustrious father, the refuge 
of the good, has gone to the regions where all beings are 
fated to go.” 

Bharata was shocked when he learnt that his father was 
dead and he collapsed on the ground in a swoon saying : 
“Alas, woe is me!” Recovering after a while, he lamented 
bitterly : 

“Oh, this lovely bed with father in it used to be res- 
plendent like the moon in a clear sky; but today, without 
him, gone is that lustre as when the moon leaves the firma- 
ment or when the ocean has dried up.” 

And from the ground where, covering the face with 
his robes, he was lying like a trunk of a tree felled with an 
axe, Kaikeyi gently raised her grief-smitten son. And she said 
to him: | 

“O renowned prince, why are you lying down? Arise, 
it is not meet that people like you, who are highly esteemed 
by all and whose understanding, ever rooted in charity and 
sacrifice, and in accord with truth, austerity and the scrip- 
tures, is brilliant as the sun, should give way to grief.” 

But Bharata was so overwhelmed by grief that he re- 
mained restless, lying on the ground weeping and rolling, for 
a long time and then he said: 

“Mother, I returned home eagerly expecting that the 
king was celebrating the installation of Rama as his heir or 
that he was performing some great sacrifice. But, alas, it 
has turned out to be otherwise. My heart breaks at not seeing 
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my dear father who always sought the happiness of others. 
Luckless I am that I was not at his bedside when death 
claimed him; and fortunate, indeed, are Rama and others 
who had the satisfaction of doing their duty by their dying 
father. Oh, how I miss his warm greeting, the soothing touch 
of that dear hand which would have wiped the dust off my 
body. Mother, let Rama, now my brother and sire all in 
one, whose humble servant I am, know soon that I have 
come. For those, knowing Dharma, deem the elder brother 
like unto the sire and I wish to bow to him and touch his 
feet. He is my sole refuge in this sorrow. And, mother, 
what were the last words of my noble father of true valour 
who was righteous, firm in his vows and wedded to truth ? 
Pray, tell me, what were his parting instructions to me.” 

Thus asked by Bharata, Kaikeyi stated the truth: “O 
son,” she said, “your noble father passed away saying: ‘O 
Rama, O Sita, O Lakshmana.’ He said that they were indeed 
blessed who would live to see Rama and Lakshmana return- 
ing to Ayodhya.” 

Hearing the latter statement which spoke of further 
woe, Bharata was much distressed and he asked her : “Where 
did Rama, Kausalya’s darling, go with Sita and Lakshmana ?” 

Fondly hoping that the news she was going to give, 
though very sad, might yet be agreeable to Bharata, Kaikeyi 
said bluntly: ‘“O son, prince Rama, clad in coarse cloth, 
went to the terrible Dandaka forest accompanied by Sita and 
Lakshmana.” 

Bharata was surprised and alarmed to hear this story. 
He wondered whether there could have been any lapse on 
Rama’s part. Zealous of the honour of his family, he there- 
fore asked : 

“O mother, had Rama seized the wealth of Brahmans ? 
Was he oppressing the innocent, rich or poor? Did Rama 
covet another’s wife ? Indeed, I cannot understand what he 
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could have been guilty of that he should have had to go to 
the wilderness.” | 
_ Then, as is the way with women, weak-minded Kaikeyi 
began to unfold the story of her doings, naively deluding 
herself how cleverly she had planned. And she said: “Rama 
did not in the least rob, the Brahmans of their wealth ; nor 
did he molest the innocent, wealthy or poor; and Rama is 
not the man to cast covetous eyes on other women: But, O 
son, listen. When I heard that your sire was going to instal 
Rama as his heir to the throne, I prayed that you should be 
installed instead and that Rama should be banished. True 
to a pledge given to me in the past, he granted my prayer. 
That is why Rama had to go to the woods with Sita and 
Lakshmana. But the glorious monarch soon passed away 
pining for his beloved son whom he could see no more, and 
the kingdom is now yours to take. 
My dear boy, I have done all this solely for your sake. 
Do not give way to grief; take heart. This city of Ayodhya 
is yours and you are the undisputed monarch of the whole 
realm. It now behoves you, O son, with the help of the 
learned Vasishta and the priests to perform the funeral rites 
of your sire and then get yourself installed soon formally as 
king.” | 


26. BHARATA’S RESOLVE 


Bharata was sorely afflicted with grief on hearing Kai- 
keyi’s account of the death of his father and the exile of his 
brothers. Full of bitterness, he said : 

“Oh, what do J want the throne for when I am struck 
down by grief, bereft both of my dear father and my dear 
brother who was even like a sire to me! As salt poured on 
a wound adds to the pain, even so you have piled sorrow on 
Sorrow for me by causing the death of the king and forcing 
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Rama to be a mendicant. Verily, you must have joined this 
royal house for the fell purpose of ruining it~ ‘like the ‘all- 
devouring monster at the end of an age ; and my. poor father 
little knew he was carrying fire in the folds of his dress. 
Wicked woman, you have brought about the death of my 
sire, and by your senseless action you have sullied the glory 
of this house. How can Kausalya and Sumitra bear the cruel 
separation from their dear sons, of which you, my own 
mother, have been the cause ?) Was not brother Rama, that 
noble soul, versed in his duties towards his elders, devoted 
to you as if you were his own mother ? And Kuasalya, too, 
my tar-sighted elder co-mother, mindful of her duty, was she 
not regarding you as her own sister ? 

Having driven away to the wilds in a hermit’s dress 
that son of such a noble woman do you not feel any remorse ? 
What did you hope to gain by such a course? What a pity 
that you knew not how dearly I loved Rama! Lured by 
avarice you have done great harm. Without Rama and 
Lakshmana before me, how can I have the strength or inspi- 
ration to govern this kingdom ? Even the mighty and noble 
king, my sire, relied on Rama. And even as a calf is unable 
to bear the heavy load carried by a fully grown ox, how can 
my feeble shoulders bear unaided the arduous task of ruling 
this land ? No, I should not in the least be inclined to gratify 
your impious wish to wrest the crown for your son even if, 
perchance, I could with great effort and thought, manage to 
rule by myself. Had not Rama always held you in high 
esteem as his mother I should be have liked to renounce 
you, bent on sin, this very moment. 

Qh, you who have strayed from the path of virtue, whence 
came this idea to you so repugnant to our ancestors according 
to whom the eldest son should succeed a king, with the 
younger son helping him to govern. This has ever been the 
tule among the kingly order generally, and particularly so 
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with the Ikshvaku dynasty. And this glorious tradition of 
our righteous and illustrious ancestors 1S, alas, being rudely 
broken by you. And' your own noble forbears too followed 
this rule. Whence then came this perverse thought ? I ab- 
solutely refuse to fall in with your sinister plan. Indeed, I 
am going to thwart your unholy purpose. This very moment 
I shall go. to the forest to fetch my brother Rama, the sin- 
less, the darling of his people, and I shall be content to: 
be the humble servant of that illustrious soul.” 

And in mounting fury, Bharata further said : “O fiend, 
. wicked dame, you who have left the path of righteousness, 
take yourself away from this land and consider me as dead.. 
Sinner that you are, having wrought death and destruction 
of this house, even like the murderers of the unborn babe, 
may you go to hell. There is no place for you with your 
lord in the upper world. Thanks tc you, my reputation is 
gone ; I stand condemned before the world. You are verily 
my enemy in the guise of a mother. O heartless wretch,. 
greedy of kingly power and evil-minded, murderess of yout 
husband, I shall have nothing to do with you. You have 
made the virtuous Kausalya childless. It is said that a son 
is the reflex of not only the mother’s limbs, but also of her 
heart; hence a son is particularly dear to the mother. 

There is the story of Kamadhenu,. the celestial cow 
dear to the gods, who once saw a pair of bullocks, her 
children, lying on the ground carrying the plough, exhaust- 
ed and almost lifeless under the strain of toiling in the fields: 
in midday sun. Deeply moved by their suffering, her eyes 
were full of tears some of which fell on the body of the: 
Lord of the Heavens who happened to be passing below. 
Seeing the fine sweet-scented drops fall on him, he looked 
up and saw the honoured Kamadhenu in the skies, looking 
forlorn and weeping. And with some concern he addressed 
her with folded hands: ‘O well-wisher of all, he said, ‘L 
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hope there is no serious trouble threatening us from any 
quarter’. Why are you looking so dejected ?” 


And Kamadhenu replied thus: “O Lord of the Devas, 
there is nothing to fear from any quarter. But at the sight 
of the suffering of my children below, toiling in scorching 
heat, tired but yet goaded by the merciless peasant I am 
overcome with sorrow. They are of my flesh and blood and 
I feel pity for them; for there is none so dear to the 
‘mother as the son.” 


If she whose offspring is counted by thousands was 
thus moved, imagine what the pangs of mother Kausalya 
are bereft of Rama. You have made Kausalya of pure soul 
childless by depriving her of her only son, and you will 
therefore suffer for it for eternity both in this and the other 
world. . 

As for myself, it behoves me now to discharge my 
dduties by Rama and by my deceased sire; only that way 
lies my redemption. I shall first go and bring back Rama 
and then retire to the woods myself. I cannot bear the load 
of your guilt and meet the sad and accusing eyes of the 
people of this city. I care not what happens to you. You 
may throw yourself into a blazing fire or vanish into Dan- 
daka forest or strangle yourself with a rope; there is, in- 
deed, no other refuge for you. With Rama of true valour 
regaining the lordship of the earth which is rightly his, 
the slur on my name would go and [I shall have accom- 
plished my task.” 

So spoke Bharata and then sank to the ground, full 
of fury, like an elephant in the forest goaded by a hook, 
breathing hard like a serpent held under a spell. And there 
he lay for a while, with his dress and ornaments all hanging 
loose, even like the standard set up in honour of Indra 
brought down when the festivities are over. 


ma 
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27. BHARATA MEETS KAUSALYA 

Bharata and Satrughna then went to visit mother Kau- 
salya. They were sorely grieved to find her in dire distress, 
prostrate on the ground weeping and wailing. In great grief,. 
Kausalya said : 

“Bharata, this kingdom which you longed for is now 
yours with none to oppose you. Kaikeyi, by her cruel art, has 
secured it for you, and has driven my darling son to the 
forest, clad in a hermit’s garb. Doutbless she will soon get 
rid of me also by sending me to the woods. She might spare 
_ herself the trouble, as Sumitra and I are ourselves prepared: 
to go seeking Rama, taking the sacred fire of the house with: 
us. And I wish you all joy ruling this realm, rich in all man- 
ner of wealth, which your mother has won for you.” 

Bharata was very much pained to hear Kausalya’s bitter 
taunts which were like needles pricking a wound. He fell at 
her feet sobbing, and with folded hands he spoke thus to: 
the grief-stricken mother : 

“Honoured dame, why do you blame me? I am quite 
innocent and knew nothing of what was happening. You 
know full well my deep affection for Rama. 

The wretch that lent support to the banishment of my 
brother Rama, truthful and good, deserves to lose all the 
enlightenment he may have gained from holy lore. May he 
be fated. to serve the vilest sinner. 

May such sin be his as attends a person who kicks a 
sleeping cow; or fails to reward a servant who has rendered. 
valuable service ; or dismisses a servant unfairly ; or speaks: 
ill of his preceptor; or is false to a friend; or spreads. 
slander. 

Let there fall on him a sin like what a king incurs who: 
takes one-sixth of the income of his subjects but protects: 
them not; or what attaches to a traitor to a good king who 
takes care of his subjects as if they were his own children. 
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Be his the fate of him who partakes of his food with- 
Out first offering it to the gods; or without sharing it with 
wife, children and servants. 

Let him not be blessed with a wife of equal standing ; 
and let him die childless. 

And let such a person share the fate of the coward who 
turns his back in battle; and let him wander through the 
earth like a mad man, wearing rags and holding a skull in 
his hand, begging for food. 

Be his the sin that attends one who is asleep during 
twilight ; who sets fire to a house; who casts amorous eyes 
on his preceptor’s wife; who does not worship the gods 
and serve his parents; who holds not a helping hand to the 
poor and suffering who look to him for relief ; who pollutes 
‘drinking water or pours poison into it; who denies water 
to the thirsty even when he has got it; or who milks the 
cow without leaving any milk for the calf. 

O mother, let such doom as above be mine, if I have 
been privy to, or if I approve, my noble brother’s exile.” 

After trying to soothe mother Kausalya with these 
words Bharata sank to the ground overwhelmed by grief. 
Kausalya, whose heart was touched, then said : 

“My child, your terrible oaths are hurting me who is 
already torn by grief. We are, indeed, fortunate that both 
you and Lakshmana have not strayed from the path of vir- 
tue. My boy, may you ever remain true to your word and 
attain heavenly bliss.” 

Then, with a heart overflowing with sorrow, she fondly 
drew Bharata to her bosom, and they both bewailed for a 
long while. 


28. IN QUEST OF RAMA 


After the funeral ceremonies were concluded and the 
mourning period was over, Bharata met the grand assembly 
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of elders which consisted of all the learned and eminent 
people of the land. And Vasishta, the high priest of the 
royal house and versed in kingly lore, surveying the gathering 
of ministers and leaders addressed Bharata in these dignified 
words : . 

“O dear prince, King. Dasaratha of revered memory, 
wise ruler, ever mindful of his duty, has passed away leaving 
to you this prosperous land teeming with corn and all man- 
ner of wealth. And like the rising moon, true to its lustre, 
truth-loving Rama, your elder brother, treading the path of 
the good has. acquiesced in his father’s commands. It behoves 
you now to undertake, to the: great joy of your ministers, 
the task of governing this kingdom where all is at peace— 
this kingdom which is a gift to. you, by your sire and your 
brother, and get yourself anointed soon as king. May the 
kings of the North, West and South and other princes, the 
people of the far West and the distant islands bring you 
untold wealth as gifts.” 

Hearing these words of the sage, Bharata broke down 
with grief, and his high sense of justice brought the banished 
Rama vividly to his mind. With tears in his eyes and in a 
voice choked with sorrow, he wie protesting against the 
suggested course : 

“How can a person like me wrest the kingdom from 
Rama, devout, learned and wise, ever treading the path of 
virtue. Would any one sprung from Dasaratha’s loins stoop 
to steal the kingdom in this manner? I feel that the king- 
dom and I both belong to Rama; and, venerable sir, favour 
me with your counsel as to the right course to take in this 
matter. Rama is the eldest son, noblest and high-souled 
too; aye, the peer of Dilipa and Nahusha, his great ances- 
tors, and eminently suited to be king like his honoured sire. 
Were I to covet the throne, I shall be guilty of a grave sin 
which shuts out one from heaven, and I shall go down to 
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posterity as the villain of the house of Ikshvaku. I refuse 
to be a party to the wicked plot of my mother; and even 
from here I make my respectful obeisance to brother Rama 
now living in the impenetrable forest. I shall be his hum- 
ble follower, for he is the fittest among men to be king not 
of this world only but of all the three worlds.” 

Hearing this noble speech of Bharata, the thoughts of 
the congregation were full of their dear Rama and they shed 
tears of joy. Continuing, Bharata said : | 

“Should I fail to make him come back from the forest, 
I shall also, like good Lakshmana, abide in the forest with 
“Rama. But [ assure you I shall leave no stone unturned to 
bring him before this august assembly of righteous souls. 
I am so eager to set out on this mission that I have already 
despatched a labour force to clear the way for us in the 
forest.” 

Then, turning to that wise minister, Sumantra, he 
said : “Now make haste and get the army ready to go with 
me.” 

And great was the joy in the city as the news of the 
journey to fetch Rama spread from mouth to mouth. People 
of all classes, Brahmans, princes, merchants and menials vied 
with one another in preparing for the road; so keen were 
they to accompany Bharata in his noble mission ; and every 
house soon got ready its chariots, horses, elephants, camels 
and asses. 

The next morning Bharata set out on his quest accom- 
panied by his ministers and priests. He was followed by a 
large army consisting of nine thousand fully equipped ele- 
phants, sixty thousand chariots with warriors armed with a 
variety of weapons and a hundred thousand cavalry. His 
mothers Kausalya, Sumitra and Kaikeyi were also with the 
party which included, besides, a host of leading citizens and 
others, all eager to meet Rama, the destroyer of the world’s 
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woes even as the rising sun dispels the darkness of the 
entire world. On they went all along with joy till they 
reached the banks of the Ganga river where they met the 
hunter chief Guha, the friend of Rama, who gave Bharata 
news of Rama and showed him the place where he had last 
slept before proceeding further in his wanderings. 

Bharata was pained to see the bare ground at the foot 
of a tree where Rama and Sita were reported to have slept, 
and said to his mothers : 

“Oh, look, this is where the great soul wen slept. 
Scion of a noble house, the son of king Dasaratha renowned 
and wise, used to lying on the softest of beds covered with 
deer-skin, how could Rama, noble and wise, have slept on 
this hard ground! That Rama who used to sleep within 
gilded walls on the best of beds with flowers in profusion © 
and perfume of sandal and spices all around and who at dawn 
woke up to the chanting of bards and the soft music of the 
lute, that he should have fallen from such bliss and be fated 
to lie on this comfortless ground cannot be true. I cannot 
believe it; it must be a delusion or a dream. If Rama did 
have to lie on the ground, methinks Fate is more potent than 
godliness. Look ! how the grass on the ground has been pres- 
sed by my brother’s body. And, Oh, lovely Sita, the daughter 
of the king of Videha and the dear daughter-in-law of 
king Dasaratha must have also shared the hard bed as, glis- 
tening on the ground, I see tiny particles of gold from the 
ornaments she wore and also stray strands of thread from her 
sari. Young and pure, Sita who knew not what suffering is, 
how devoted to him she must be to regard her husband’s com- 
pany and service as her supreme bliss and share his hardship ' 
Woe is me who is the cause of all this misery to them. Both 
Lakshmana and Sita who have followed Rama into the woods 
must indeed be regarded as fortunate. It is we who are the 
poorer by losing him. With Dasaratha gone to heaven and 
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Rama to the forest, this kingdom is verily like a ship with- 
out a pilot. The portals of the city stand neglected and the 
army, is dispirited.; yet this ill-fated city is not now coveted 
even by our foes who seem to be keeping away from it eveni 
as people do not. wish to touch poisoned eatables.. From this 
moment I propose to remain here dressed in garments made 
of bark, and with matted hair, subsisting on the herbs and 
fruits of the forest and lying on the bare ground or. grass 
thereon ; and shall pass, on behalf of Rama, the remainder of 
his fourteen years’ banishment, and my brother Satrughna will 
share my exile. And let Rama go back to Ayodhya, be anoint- 
ed as king and rule the realm. May the gods grant my prayer. 
If, in spite of my humble entreaties, Rama still declines to 
gtant my request, I shall remain with him in the forest and 
I hope he will not spurn me.” 


With the help of Guha, they all then crossed the Ganga 
river and made for the hermitage of the sage Bharadwaja who 
told Bharata where Rama was to be found. After enjoying 
the hospitality of the sage and resting there for the night 
Bharata took leave of him, and his mothers also fell at 
the feet of the sage and paid their respects to him. And the 
sage asked Bharata who they were. 


Bharata said: “Worshipful sage, this gracious lady 
whom you see before you, like unto a goddess, wasted by sor- 
row, is Kausalya, queen to my father, the mother of Rama, 
that best of men with the gait of a lion. This other lady 
clinging to her, afflicted with grief and looking like a faded 
branch of a cassia in the forest with all its flowers drooping 
is Sumitra, the mother of those heroes of undoubted valour, 
Lakshmana and Satrughna. And this last lady who, alas, has 
wrought all this woe, is my mother, the wrathful and. evil- 
minded Kaikeyi, proud, vain, ambitious and ignoble albeit 
of pleasant mien.” 
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So spoke Bharata, in sorrow. and anger. And to him che’ 
wise and gifted sage said : “O Bharata, it behoves you not to 
blame Kaikeyi in this matter; for what she has done is 
fraught with good for the whole world.” 


29. LAKSHMANA’S ANGER 


_ Following the. directions given by the sage, Bharata soon. 
came near. Chitrakuta, the hill on the slopes of which Rama 
had made his abode. Rama saw at a distance the dust raised 
by the marching troops and heard the noise they made. He 
also. noticed that herds of elephants were running frightened 
hither and thither. And he said to Lakshmana : | 

“O Lakshmana, listen to the terrible sounds below, deep 
as thunder; look, how the herds of elephants, lions and 
bisons are all stampeding. Some prince must have come to 
the forest in quest of game; go and find out what is afoot.” 

Lakshmana climbed to the top of a Sala tree nearby and 
saw a huge army moving in their direction with penants fly- 
ing. And he said: 

“O brother, put out the sacred fire quickly ; let Sita get 
into the mountain caverns at once; and, O hero, put on your 
armour, string your bow and be ready with your arrows. 

Ah, it is Bharata’s army. See his banner flying. The 
villain! Not being content with having grabbed the throne, 
he comes pursuing us here to destroy us altogether. We had 
better move up the hill or take our stand here itself and 
give him battle. I am happy indeed that I am going to face 
in battle the man who is the cause of so much suffering to 
us. No sin is incurred by slaying one who has done you 
harm, and I do not therefore see anything wrong in killing 
Bharata who has ousted you from the throne. Let Kaikeyi, 
greedy of kingly powers, see her son falling today like a tree 
torn by an elephant. And I shall also kill Kaikeyi, her kin 
and her friends and save the world from iniquity. With these 
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sharp: arrows, I shall annihilate the enemy's forces and this 
forest will be drenched with their blood. And I shall then 
have paid off the debt owed by my bow and arrows. There 
can be no doubt about it.” 

Then spoke Rama pacifying the furious Lakshmana with 
these gentle words : 

“O Lakshmana, what need is there for us to wield the 
sword or raise the bow when the great archer and wise Bha- 
rata has come here of his own accord? If, after giving a 
solemn pledge to my sire, I were now to kill Bharata who 
is meeting me, would I not be condemned by the whcle 
world, and what use will a kingdom be to me gained by such 
foul means? Verily, the wealth acquired by shedding the 
blood of one’s kith and kin or friends is like poisoned meat 
and drink and I shall have nothing to do with it. 

I do not wish to win anything by unfair means—no, not 
even the lordship of the heavens. I assure you, Lakshmana, 
and I swear by the weapon I hold that I seek duty, profit, 
pleasure and kingship not for my own enjoyment but for the 
sake of you all, my dear brothers. 

It seems to me that Bharata, dearer to me than life itself 
and who is fond of his brother, having heard of our exile 
after returning to Ayodhya, is deeply affected and is coming 
to see us out of the kindness of his heart and with no evil 
intent. Perhaps he is angry with his mother Kaikeyi and has 
taken her to task for what she has done ; and, with the appro- 
val of our sire, he has possibly come here now to offer me 
the kingdom. I am sure that even in his innermost thoughts 
he does not cherish any illwill towards us. Has he at any 
time in the past given you cause for offence ? No. Why then 
do you now suspect him? Do not therefore speak ill of him. 
Any insult or harm to him is like injuring me. Would any 
one kill his brother who is dearer to him than life itself ? 
O Lakshmana, if it is the lust for power that has misled 
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you to speak ill of Bharata, I shall ask him to make over the 
kingdom to you and he will readily agree.” “ : 

Reproved thus by his brother, ever just and virtuous, 
Lakshmana, whose one thought was the weal of Rama, shrank 
within himself from shame and humbly remarked: “Bro- 
ther, our dear father who must be missing you may have 
come to see you.” 

And Rama said: “Possibly he has come to see us; of, 
mindful of our welfare, he wishes to take us home thinking 
that life in the woods would be hard for us who are used 
to comfort ; or, it may be, our noble sire has come to take 
back with him tender Sita who had always lived a life of great 
ease. Look, there are his beautiful favourite horses, of noble 
breed, fleet as the wind; and his aged elephant, huge in 
size and very intelligent, too is there. But, oh, I do not see 
the famous white umbrella which used to be held over his 
head; and, O Lakshmana, this makes me a little anxious. 
Now, get down from the tree and let us wait and see.” 


30. BHARATA REACHES CHITRAKUTA 


Meanwhile, Bharata ordered his army to camp round the 
hill and decided to proceed further on foot with a select 
retinue. And he said to Satrughna : 

“O brother, now take a band of select men and begin 
the search for Rama. Let Guha and his brethren comb the 
hill with the same object. And I shall also cover the forest 
on foot accompanied by the ministers, the leading citizens 
and the preceptors. For I cannot rest content until I see 
Rama, Lakshmana and Sita. Indeed, I shall have no peace 
of mind until Rama’s gracious feet with marks of royalty rest 
on my head; no rest whatever until he regains his ancestral 
kingdom and is anointed as king. Fortunate is Lakshmana 
who has ever before him the radiant face of Rama with lotus- 
like eyes. And, verily, blest is Sita, the daughter of Janaka, 


136 AYODHYA-KANDA 


who- is so. dutifully. following her husband. And blest too is 
this hill, Chitrakuta, which Rama has graced by making it 
his. abode even, as the god Kubera (Lord of Wealth) abides 
in- the beautiful. Nandana. garden.” 

As ‘thé. search, parties entered. the forest, Bharata soon 
noticed a column. of smoke rising to the heavens; and, be- . 
lieving it must be from the hermitage of Rama, he was over- 
whelmed: with joy like one who after much toil at last reaches 
the ocean’s shore. 

Eager. to see his brother, Bharata aes at Once in 
that direction requesting the sage Vasishta to follow him 
with: his mothers. 

“Look,” he said to those. with him, “the smoke from 
the sacted: fire of the cottage is clearly visible and we shall 
soon. be reaching it; and I; whom the world blames as the 
cause of Rama’s exile and suffering, shall be happy to lay 
myself at the feet of Rama, Sita and Lakshmana and beg 
their gracious pardon:” 


31. MEETING OF THE BROTHERS AND 
RAMA’S DISCOURSE ON THE DUTIES OF KINGS 


As they approached the hermitage, Bharata caught sight 
of Rama, clad in deer-skin and bark of trees, sitting serenly, 
like the Creator Himself, with Sita and Lakshmana by his 
side. Full. of tears, he rushed to him saying in a choked 
voice: “What a wretch I am that Rama who deserves the 
best in life should through me be suffering such great hard- 
ship! Despised by the whole world, is this life of mine 
worth living?” And before he could touch Rama’s feet, he 
collapsed uttering, ““O brother,” and was unable to say more, 
so overcome was he with grief. 

‘Rama raised him and, with tears in his eyes, clasped him 
and Satrughna affectionately to his bosom. At the sight of 
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this touching reunion of the brothers, the denizens of the 
woods all wept in sympathy. 

Then Rama gently asked him: “O dear brother, what 
has brought you here and where is dear father ? Surely, you 
could ‘not have left him alone and come wandering to this 
forest. I hope the glorious king is alive and that you are 
tending him well. 


I hope that, taking advantage of your youth and in- 
experience, our enemies have not driven you out of our 
ancestral kingdom. 


Are you honouring, as of old, the learned, wise and 
illustrious preceptor of the Ikshvaku house? Are Kausalya 
and Sumitra doing well and is the respected Kaikeyi happy ? 

Do. you render the homage due to the gods, to your 
ancestors, to the preceptors who are like unto sires, the aged 
and to those learned in. medicine ? 


Have you selected as your ministers those who are .your 
peers, of undoubted valou, self-controlled, well-born and 
shrewd observers’ of men and affairs.. For wise counsellors 
are the roots of success for kings. ~ . 


I hope you do not’ sleep at all hours of the day, but 
keep regular hours, and that~in the silence of midnight you 
think over the ways and means of replenishing your coffers. 


Remember that acting without conferring with othets 
and consulting too many are equally bad. I presume that 
your deliberations are kept secret. 

Tasks not requiring much effort, but productive of 
great good, when once decided upon, should be undertaken 
without delay. _ 

Responsible positions should -be held by competent 
men ; ordinary .posts, by average. men; while menial tasks 
only should be given to the lower classes. 

F 
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I hope your ministers are such as would not fail to 
remonstrate when you terrorise your subjects by punishing 
them cruelly. 

Have you appointed as the commander-in-chief of your 
forces one who is bold, full of spirit, valiant, clever, well- 
born, skilled, stainless in character and devoted to 
the king ? : 

Are the leading men, the heroes skilled in warfare and 
men of established reputation duly honoured by you ? 

Are your troops and other public servants paid their 
wages regularly? Delay in such matters is fraught with 
great mischief. : 

O Bharata, are your ambassadors sons of the soil, learn- 
ed, able, skilled in debate and dependable ? 

Are you keeping yourself informed through your spies 
{three on each working independently) of the doings of the 
eighteen principal officers of the enemy and, similarly, the 
doings of your own fifteen corresponding officers ? 

You should be careful not to disregard, as being power- 
jess, disloyal persons who were once banished from the state 
but have since been permitted to return. 

Are you keeping at a distance those perverse godless 
men who regard themselves as great thinkers and do net 
believe in our holy texts? They are adept in misleading 
people. 

Are you governing properly the fair and rich city of 
Ayodhya (meaning impregnable) nursed by our heroic 
ancestors and ever the home of the righteous and the 
learned ? 

And, O Raghava, the great realm of ours, the scene 
of a hundred holy sacrifices, adorned with. temples and lakes, 
rich in minerals and smiling fields, blessed with cattle in 
abundance, full of men and women, happy and contented, a 
country exempt from the calamities of nature and all kinds 
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of fear and free from sinners, the country cherished by our 
forefathers—is that country flourishing ? 

Is the peasant who tills the soil and tends the cattle 
dear to you? Are merchants encouraged and protected from 
harm ? 

Is the forest wealth of the country carefully conserved ? 

Are the weaker sex respected and are you ensuring 
they are not molested ? Take not women into confidence, nor 
listen to their advice. 


O prince, I hope you appear before the public every 
morning so that the people may have a chance of meeting 
you. I suppose public servants stand in awe of you. You 
should take care to be neither too easy of access nor scatce 
to your subordinates. You should follow a middle course. 

Are your strongholds ectponrsonet, and held by 
men fully armed ? 

J hope your expenditure does not exceed your income - 
and that the revenues are not ill spent. 

I hope that the innocent man, falsely accused, is sure 
of receiving a fair trial at the hands of men learned in the 
law and does not run the risk of being convicted by them 
with an eye to extorting money. Know that-the tears of the 
innocent will without fail blight the family and ruin the 
cattle and wealth of the unjust. And when the dispute is 
between a rich man and a poor man, I hope your ministers 
are fair and do not sell justice. 

I hope love of money does not affect your sense of 
duty ; and that devotion to duty does not undermine your 
finances. Let not the love of pleasure deflect you from giv- 
ing proper attention both to duty and profit. Duty, profit and 
pleasure must each receive its proper share of your time. 

Godlessness, untruth, anger, restlessness, slackness, 
avoiding the company of the wise, sloth, sensuality, conceit, 
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‘conferring ‘with the stupid, procrastination, lack of secrecy, 
waging war on all fronts—these fourteen evils must be 
“avoided by kings. 

I suppose you confer confidentially with three or four 
ministers of wisdom severally and collectively on all impotr- 
tant matters of state. 

~ I -hope you are following in the footsteps of our father 
and forefathers who trod the path of virtue and glory. 

And, O Bharata, a king who thus governs wisely and 
‘keeps ‘the ‘people law-abiding will surely be the monarch of 
the whole world ; and when he dies he is certain ‘to attain 
“heavenly bliss.” 

) Bharata replied : 

~ “O brother, of what avail is all this knowledge of kingly . 
“dutiés to me whén I should be sinning against Dharma itself 
in accepting kingship ? For, O best of men, it has been the 
“tradition of our race that a younger son cannot become king 
when the eldest is ‘living. I beg you therefore to go back 
“with me to rich Ayodhya and have yourself installed as king 
»for the good of ‘our ‘house. 

And, O Rama, soon after you all left for the forest, 
and when I was still away in Kaikeya, our respected sire, 
the ‘délight ‘of the good, passed away pining for you. 

Now, take heart, get up and offer oblations of water 
to the spirit of the departed. That gift of water alone is con- 
sidered best in the world of spirits which comes out of the 
“hands 6f those dearest ‘to the dead. You were the one dearest 
‘to him and it was your departure to the forest that broke 
his heart; and, plunged in sorrow, with his mind full of 
you, his life has set.” 

After bitterly lamenting over his sire’s death for which 
he held himself partly to blame, Rama Sse oblations of 
water to the departed soul. ka 
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32. BHARATA OFFERS THE KINGDOM TO RAMA 


When the rites were over, Rama asked Bharata : “Now, 
tell me fully why you have cotne here leaving the state and 
clad like a hermit.” 

And Bharata answered with folded hands : 


“O brother, at the bidding of my mother, a mere 
woman, our mighty sire has done a great wrong which has 
tarnished his reputation. And so far from having her ambi- 
tion of kingship for her son fulfilied, she has thereby lost 
her husband, and further a terrible hell will be her lot. Be 
- gracious to me, your humble servant, to your widowed mothers 
and to these elders who are seeking you; and gratify the 
wishes of your friends by ascending the throne of your ances- 
tors which is rightly yours. Blessed with you as its lord, let 
this wide earth be resplendent like the clear autumnal moon. 
O tiger among men, spurn not the ancient heritage and the 
prayer of these lords who are worthy of all honour.” 

Having said this, Bharata, full of tears, laid his head at 
Rama’s feet. 

Deeply moved, Rama clasped him to his bosom, and 
Said : : 

“Bharata, well-born, gifted with virtue, mighty and of 
good conduct that you are, I know full well you could never 
be guilty of doing wrong for the sake of becoming a king. 
I do not see the slightest fault in you. And. your mother 
should not also be childishly blamed by you in this matter. 
O wise and sinless one, it is laid down in our holy books 
that wife and children owe obedience to their lord and sire. 
The king, our sire, is fully competent to order me to sit on 
the throne or live in the woods as he chooses. Remember 
also that a mother is entitled to as much reverence as is 
accorded to a virtuous sire. And, O Raghava, having been 
directed by our parents, ever true to duty, to go into exile 
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what can I do but obey ? Before all the people the glorious 
king has declared the share allotted to each of us, namely, 
that I should retire to the woods and that you should have 
the kingdom. You are therefore bound to honour his man- 
date and enjoy the share assigned to you. As for me, I am 
quite content to live in the wilds for fourteen years as desired 
by my high-souled sire, Indra’s peer, and I would not ex- 
change it even for the lordship of all the worlds.” 

The next morning, renewing his prayer, Bharata said : 

“O brother, this kingdom, the granting of which to her 
appeased my mother, I surrender absolutely to you to enjoy 
undisturbed. Methinks, in hands other than yours, this great 
country will suffer, even as a bridge gives way under the 
stress of torrents during the monsoon. And just as the ass 
does not have the grace and speed of the steed, or the ordi- 
nary bird that of the eagle, I have also not the capacity to 
govern like you. If a plant carefully nurtured grows in due 
course into a huge tree which no dwarf can climb, with many 
branches full of blossom, but yet bears no fruit, such a tree 
has indeed been nursed in vain. And, O mighty-armed one, 
it would be even so with you if you do not fulfil the hopes 
of the people and protect them. Let therefore all the people 
and all the chiefs see you installed on the throne, resplendent 
as the sun; and let your return home be welcomed by the 
roar of mighty elephants and the greetings of beauty fair.” 

The people around cordially approved the passionate 
appeal of Bharata to his brother. 3 


33. RAMA’S SPEECH - 


Then Rama, of perfect self-control, tried to console the 
sorrowing prince with these words : 

“© Bharata, know that man 1s not master of himself. 
He is not free to do as he likes ; for Fate which is all power- 
ful drives him this way and that way. Nothing in this world 
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is permanent; accumulated wealth ends in being spent 
away ; rise is followed by a fall; things closely associated 
with one (such as wife and children) are after a time sepa- 
rated ; and death is the end of life. The ripe fruit is one 
day bound to fall to the ground; so is man doomed finally 
to meet with death. And as a house though resting on firm 
pillars will yet, in course of time, get dilapidated and collapse, 
so do mortals fall, with age, victims to death. 

The night which has passed returns no more : the river, 
though full, will yet seek the ocean. And, with the steady 
gliding away of day and night, the lives of all beings are 
- quickly brought to a close even as in summer the sun’s rays 
suck up the water in a pool. | : 

Death is ever with us; it sits with us; it follows us, 
however far we may go, only to return with us. Wrinkles 
steal over the skin; the hair begins to turn grey ; and old 
age thus finally overtakes man and he becomes feeble. Can 
any mortal thwart nature’s purpose ? 

Purblind race of men! They delight in seeing the sun 
rise and set and the seasons roll, forgetting that, at the sarae 
time, their own lives are also steadily ebbing away. They 
see not that as two logs of wood, which come together on the 
high seas, drift apart after a while, so wives, children, rela- 
tions and wealth will be separated from them one day. 

O Bharata, thus no one in this world remains the same 
for ever. What then is the use of grieving over the dead 
whom you are powerless to bring back to life? Even as a 
by-stander tells a passing group of travellers that he would 
follow them, we shall all surely follow the path by which 
our father and forefathers have gone and which no mortal 
can avoid. Why then should we idly bemoan? Like the 
flood which does not flow back, time passes, never to return. 
We should therefore betimes occupy ourselves with tasks of 
virtue leading to real bliss. 
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After a long life dedicated to the welfare of his sub- 
jects and passed in performing sacrifices, propitiacing the 
gods, making gifts and discharging his duties nobly, our 
righteous sire has attained heaven shedding all sins. O Bha- 
rata, it 1s not meet that the memory of such a sire, adored 
by the good, should be dimmed by idle tears. Be calm; 
check thy grief; and return to the city to live there happily 
as decreed by our honoured sire, while I shall also in’ obe- 
dience to his commands spend my days in the woods. For 
he who wishes to attain heavenly bliss must be righteous, 
harmless and must love and obey his Gwrz.” 

Thus spoke the high-souled Rama to Bharata, words of 
righteous import calling on him to bow to his father’s wishes. 


34. BHARATA APPEALS TO RAMA TO RETURN 
AND RAMA’S REPLY 


But noble Bharata was not satisfied, and full of humi- 
lity he piteously appealed again : 

“O scorcher of foes, can the world show another equal 
to you? In pleasure and pain you remain the same; mis- 
fortune does not depress you, nor does good fortune elate 
you. O lord of men, O Raghava, you are gifted with divine 
virtues, lofty-minded, all-knowing, all-seeing and wise, and 
sorrows leave you untouched. 

O brother, how can I commit the accursed crime of 
acquiescing in what I regard as a wrong—a great wrong 
which our aged sire, who had become passion’s slave, did 
behind my back in order to gratify a woman. I should have 
roundly denounced him before all; but I refrain from doing 
so as he was my honoured site, preceptor and king, with 
noble deeds to his credit, and verily like unto a god; but 
was in his dotage and is now no more. There is an old say- 
ing that when death draws near, all beings take leave of 
their senses; and our site has proved its truth by acting 
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as he has done. And filial duty also prevents me from meting: 
out to my mother the dire punishment she deserves. 

OQ Rama, it now lies with you to undo the grievous: 
wrong done by our sire. It is said that he is no true son 
that does not seek to make good the lapses of his sire. Be 
you the true son; else you would also be sharing his sin. 

And, brother dear, what a contrast between the life of 
a hermit and following the duty (Dharma) of a warrior; bet- 
ween wearing the hair matted and governing a state? As 
one belonging to the warrior class (Kshatriya) it ill becomes 
you to -be a recluse in the forest. Would any warrior prince 
give up his well-defined heritage in favour of a duty so doubt-. 
ful, so indefinite and so remote in its goal ? It behoves you 
to cling to your princely duty and labour for the weal of the. 
people. Of the four orders or stages in the life of mar 
(namely, that of the student, the householder, the hermit and 
the mendicant) the wise hold that the order of householder: 
(Grahastha) is the best. Is it then right for you to leave 
such an ofder ? 

Far inferior to you in knowledge, I am also your junior. 
in age and standing. When you are there to reign, how can. 
I bring my humble self to govern this country ? Come, 
Rama ; and, following the duty of your class, rule over your- 
sire’s kingdom; and let the ministers and the high priest 
Vasishta with his learned disciples chanting hymns duly 
anoint you as king here and now ; and return with us to fair- 
Ayodhya to the great joy of your friends and to the utter dis- 
may of your foes; and you will then have discharged your- 
debts to gods, men and manes. 

O best of men, be so gracious as to overlook my. 
mother’s insensate fury and save our revered sire from sin. 
I implore you, bending my head, to show mercy to me and’ 
your friends even as the Almighty is merciful to his crea~. 
tures. Should you, in spite of my prayer, decide to remain. 
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in the woods, I too, dear brother, shall live in the forest with 
you.” | 

Thus spoke Bharata in the fulness of his heart, but 
Rama did not falter and would still abide by his father’s 
commands. All those who were there including the weeping 
‘queen mothers joined Bharata in his impassioned appeal. And 
while grieving over Rama’s reluctance to return to Ayodhya 
they could not help admiring his wonderful firmness of will. 

Rama then gave reply : 

“O brother, what you have said is worthy of the son 
of that best of kings, Dasaratha. But let me recall briefly that, 
when our sire married your mother, he gave a pledge to her 
father that he would give her a kingdom as dowry. Again, 
grateful for her services to him in the war between the gods 
-and demons, he promised to grant her a boon in future. 
Accordingly, the king, bound by his past pledges, granted 
‘the two boons asked for by your honoured mother, namely, 
the throne for you and the forest for me. Though irresistable 
in might, I have therefore quietly resolved to abide by his 
word and have come into these lovely woods with Sita and 
‘Lakshmana. And you too should play your part by being 
-soon installed as king and thus fulfil his wishes. O Bharata, 
for my sake, do please release our sire, our lord and noble 
king, from his debt and also fill vour mother’s heart with 
Joy. | 
And you know what the wise Gaya said of old. He 

-said : ‘A son goes by the name of Puitra as he saves his sire 

-from the hell known as Put.’ ; 

For that reason does a man pray an noble sons. And, 
-O prince, do you also, like your saintly ancestors, conduct 
-yourself so as to save Dasaratha’s soul. | 

And now, Bharata, I ask you +o return to fair Ayodhya 
-without further delay, while I shall also cheerfully wend my 
-way to the Dandaka wilds—you to rule over men and [ to 
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lord over the beasts of the forest. Let the white royal um- 
brella shelter you from the fierce sun’s rays and soothe you. 
with its cooling shade, while I shall seek the even more 
satisfying shade of the wooded forest. In wise Satrughna 
you will have a helpmate ; as I will have in Lakshmana, my 
best friend. And may we four, his dear sons, act in a man- 
ner worthy of the king and prove him true. Be not down- 
hearted.”’ | 


35. JABALI’S PHILOSOPHY AND RAMA’S REPLY 


While Rama was thus consoling Bharata, Jabali, am 
eminent Brahman, intervening, spoke to Rama words ques-. 
tioning the concepts of duty and life hereafter enshrined in. 
the scriptures. 

“O scion of Raghu, a high-minded person like you 
should not allow himself to be swayed by idle thoughts like 
ordinary folk. What are ties of kinship? Who profits 
whom ? Man comes into this world alone; and alone he 
leaves it. Therefore, Rama, he would be half-witted who- 
feels bound to father, mother or other kin. As a traveller 
rests for a while in a place on the way and leaves it the 
next day, even so are father, mother, home and wealth tran-. 
sient; and-the wise do not set great store by them. O best 
of men, it is not meet therefore that merely for a father’s. 
mandate. you should forego the ancestral throne and follow 
a mistaken path fraught with much trouble and grief. What 
is king Dasaratha to you and you to him? You are two. 
entirely separate beings. He has gone the way all mortals 
go, and you ate vainly grieving tor him. For my part, I 
weep only for those misguided mortals who, under a mis- 
taken sense of duty, suffer needless woe in this world and, 
dying, are lost for ever. They vainly make offerings to the 
deceased and waste useful food, as if the dead can eat; and 
fondly hope that gifts to the living would. profit the dead. 
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‘Crafty priests with selfish ends have’ laid down these injunc- 
tions asking people to perform sacrifices, make gifts and lead 
a life of austerity. O wise prince, follow them not. There 
is no Hereafter; enjoy the present bliss; and waste not 
time and thought on things unseen and on idle fancy. Follow 
the sensible course of realism universally approved and 
accept the kingdom so nobly offered by Bharata.” 

And Rama, the best of the wise and_ truth-loving, 
answered thus : 

“O sage, your speech might be well-meant, but your 
views which look plausible will, on examination, be found to 
be both: misleading and unacceptable. He who, duped by 
false teaching, strays away from the path of virtue, will surely 
not be esteemed by the good ; for, after all, it is the conduct 
that proclaims whether one is noble or mean. Posing as vir- 
tuous, with none of that attribute, if I were to take to siniui 
path, would any man‘of sense have any regard for me ? And, 
after breaking my plighted word, how can I hope for heavenly 
bliss ? | 

And be it remembered that the standard a king sets up, 
that his subjects follow. Truth and compassion are ever the 
essence of kingship; and, aye, truth sustains the whole 
‘world. The gods and the great Rizhis hold that: truth is the 
means of salvation. The truth-teller is bound to hold aa 
honoured place in this world while every one flees from fear 
of the liar. Truth is said to be virtue supreme; it is God 
Himself ; and prosperity ever attends truth. And gifts, holy 
rites, austerities and the scriptures are all rooted in truth and 
are merely its outward manifestation. The lover of truth—- 
and he alone—saves the world and his race. 

How can I then, having given a solemn pledge, go 
against the decree of my father. I cannot allow either greed, 
delusion or ignorance, to darken my soul and prompt me to 
break this barrier of truth. This D/arma of truth which is 
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-the manifestation of the Supreme and is practised by the 
enlightened is dear to me. Indeed, I would rather not follow 
the sordid duty of the warrior (Kshatriya) class served by 
the base, cruel, greedy and sinning. 

O. Rishi, firm-in my faith and:wedded to truth, I can- 
not heed your impious advice couched in subtle speech and 
seemingly for my good. I shall content myself, by following 
othe way of ‘the world and living a hermit’s life, doing holy 
‘deeds and rites, pleasing gods and fathers. The righteous 
‘have declared that truth, duty, courage; pity, sweet speech 
and worship of the twice-born, gods and guests lead to 
heaven. 

It is unfortunate that my sire should have held you 
in high esteem—you who seem to be utterly godless, per- 
verse and have strayed from the path of virtue. Such men 
should be avoided.” 


36. VASISHTA AND BHARATA MAKE THEIR 
FINAL APPEAL IN VAIN 


Thus spoke Rama in righteous anger severely chiding 
Jabali. Then, Vasishta, the venerable family priest, finally 
appealing to Rama, said : é 

“O Rama, the sage Jabali too knows full well the ways 
of the world and is virtuous-minded. He spoke, as he did, 
only with the laudable object of persuading you to change 
“your mind and return to Ayodhya. 

O prince, now listen to me. This ancestral kingdom 
is rightly yours; for it is the custom of Ikshwaku’s race 
that the eldest son ‘succeeds the father; and when he is 
living, no other son is installed instead. Break not this age- 
long tradition of Raghu’s house. Be the lord, like your 
father, of this wide realm of untold wealth. 

Further, these three (Gurus) are particularly to be held 
in reverence by every one born into this world, namely, the 
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preceptor, father and mother. One owes one’s birth to the 
sire, and knowledge to the preceptor. In obeying me, who 
has been the guide to knowledge of both you and your sire, 
you will therefore not be committing any transgression. It is 
your duty to stand by and protect this assembly of the leaders 
of the people, the twice-born and all your friends and thus 
follow the path of the good. Then, there is your old and 
noble mother whom, as a dutiful son, you should obey and 
serve. O Raghava, grant your brother Bharata’s ‘earnest 
prayer and you would not be violating truth, nor failing: in 
duty.” 

And Rama answered : 

“O worshipful sage, one can never adequately repay the 
travail of one’s parents in seeking to be blessed with a son, 
their tender care of him and their endearing words. I am 
doing the best I can by scrupulously keeping my promise 
to do my father’s bidding.” 

Hearing Rama’s reply, Bharata said to his charioteer 
in desperation : 

“O Sumantra, bring me kusa grass and spread it here ; 
for, here I shall sit and wait until my brother is gracious 
enough to grant my prayer; and until he complies, here 
will I lie in front of his cottage fasting and hiding my head 
even like a Brahman who has lost his wealth.” 

And when he saw Sumantra, who stood dazed, looking 
at Rama not knowing what to do, Bharata, in the bitterness 
of his mind, began to spread the grass himself. 

Distressed at seeing this, Rama asked : 


“Dear brother, what have I done for you to obstruct 
me like this ? It may be proper for a Brahman who is ruined 
and helpless to behave in this manner, but ill becomes a 
prince to do so. O lord of men, now give up this terrible 
vow. Rise, Bharata, and return to Ayodhya soon.” 
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Bharata looked appealingly at the people assembled 
there and said: “Gentlemen, why do you not join me in 
inducing Rama to relent ?” 

And the people answered : “We know the noble Rama 
full well. What he says is right, and as he is abiding by his 
father’s wishes, we are utterly powerless to make him give 
up his resolve.” | 

Rama then said: “O mighty-armed Bharata, ponder 
well over the advice of these people and mine and rise. Touch 
water and me in expiation of your offence.” 

: Bharata accordingly got up and, after purifying himself 
by sprinkling water, addressed the gathering thus : 

“O friends and counsellors, lend me your ears. I never 
sought the kingdom from my father, nor did I instigate my 
mother to do what she did. The thought of banishing my 
highly righteous brother Rama never crossed my mind. And, 
in order to comply with our sire’s wishes, if it is deemed 
necessary for one to live in the forest, let me take Rama’s 
place in the woods for the stipulated period of fourteen 
years.” | 
Rama was astounded at the proposal made by Bharata, 
and said to the people there : 


“It is open neither to me nor to Bharata to repudiate 
or vary the deal made by my sire when he was alive. I can- 
not, therefore, agree to my banishment being served by 
proxy.. What mother Kaikeyi demanded was but fair, and 
our sire has also done only the right thing. I fully appreciate 
my noble brother’s earnestness to serve me and his forbear- 
ance, and may all be well with him. When [ return after 
completing my term of exile, I shall be happy to share the 
lordship of this realm. with a brother so virtuous by nature. 
And, Bharata, I am doing my part as desired by our sire. 
Do you also now do yours and save the king from infamy,’ 
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The great sages and the gods who had, unseen, listened 
to the conversation of the two brothers, were filled with 
delight and they praised them saying : “He indeed is fortu- 
nate who has such mighty and virtuous sons. How we wish 
to hear their noble speech again and yet again !” 

And, longing for the destruction of the ten-headed Rak- 
Shasa (Ravana), they all addressed Bharata : 

“O Bharata, of high lineage and renown, blessed with 
great wisdom and virtue, heed the words of Rama if you mean 
well by Dasaratha. Fain. would we see Rama meeting his 
obligation to his sire who has attained heaven, having paid 
off his debt to Kaikeyi.” | : 

Rama's face lit up with joy at hearing these heartening 
words. But Bharata was still far from happy. Feeble with 
sorrow, he appealed with folded hands thus to Rama in a 
faltering voice: 

“O scion of Kakusthe, once again I beg you not to 
overlook the duty expected of the princely class and the 
traditions of our own house and graciously to grant my 
mother’s prayer and mine. It is too big a task for me to. 
govern this great realm of ours alone. All your kinsmen and 
friends are eagerly expecting you, even as the ploughmen 
looks to the skies for rain, to come and gratify the wishes of 
the citizens and, aye, the whole country. O Rama of great 
wisdom, I beseech you to grant this favour; for you alone: 
can save the world.” 

So spoke Bharata imploring Rama and laid himself at 
his feet. : 

Rama raised the prostrate Bharata and, placing him on 
his lap, softly said : 

“O child, you are intelligent by mature and have also 
been trained by great preceptors ; and you ate, therefore, quite 
competent to govern even the whole world. Then there are 
the trusted ministers, friends and advisers with whom you 
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can confer and who can assist you in your arduous task. As 
for me, the moon may shed its lustre, the Himalayas part 
with eternal snow; and the ocean overflow the shore; but 
Rama will never break the promise given to his sire. And 
be it love for her dear son or ambition that prompted your 
mother to bring this about, think no more of it; and fail 
not to show her always the respect due-to a mother.” 


37. THE SANDALS 


At last Bharata begged of Rama for a small token of 
his blessing which would give him strength and inspiration : 

“O honoured brother, I crave that you step into these 
sandals adorned with gold and give them to me. They will 
represent you, and they will protect the people and the 
realm.” | 

Rama then put the sandals on his feet and gave them 
to high-souled Bharata who bowed to them in homage and | 
said : 

“O joy of the Raghus, O herc, for fourteen years will 
I also be wearing dress of bark and deer skin, keeping the 
hair matted and subsisting on roots and fruits, eagerly ex- 
pecting you. Away from fair Ayodhya will I dwell dedicat- 
ing the administration of the state to these sandals. O best 
of Raghus, if on the day following these fourteen years 
Bharata does not see you back he will surely throw himself 
into a blazing fire.” 

Bearing the sandals on his head, he then went round 
Rama in reverence and took leave of him. 
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ARANYA-KANDA 


1. RAMA PROMISES THE RISHIS 
TO KILL THE RAKSHASAS 


Rama spent many happy years in Chitrakuta. He then 
entered the dark impenetrable forest of Dandaka and reached 
a settlement of Rzshis who were engaged in doing very severe; 
penance. They all met Rama and begged of him saying : 

“O great warrior, lord of this world and chief of Iksh- 
vaku’s house even as Indra is the chief of the gods, the three 
worlds resound with your fame and might. Your filial devo- 
tion, your love of truth, and your righteousness are all well- 
known; and we, therefore, approach you with this prayer. 

O prince, the king who takes one-sixth of the earnings 
of his subjects for the state but does not attend to their wel- 
fare like a father would be failing in his duty. And not only 
will he earn lasting fame but eternal bliss will also be his 
who regards them as dearer than his own life, is ever watch- 
_ ful and takes good care of them. To such a king would also 
go a fourth of the merit of the high penance performed by 
sages. O Rama, although we are blessed in having you as 
our lord, yet we ate being harassed by Rakshasas as if we 
had none to protect us. Come and see the atrocities com- 
mitted by them—the maimed and dead bodies of the hermits 
killed by them. O hero, we appeal to you to save us from 
these cruel demons. You are our refuge and none else.” 

The virtuous-minded Rama replied : 

“Worshipful sages, I beg you not to consider yourselves 
as suppliants in speaking to me in this matter. I am your 
humble servant to whom your wishes are as commands. And, 
while the immediate purpose of my coming to this forest is 
to obey my father’s mandate, I am indeed here of my own 
free will to give succour to you and to rid you of these vile 
Rakshasas. My visit to these woods will, therefore, I expect, 
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be amply rewarded. I long to destroy your foes; and you 
will soon see the prowess of my brother and myself.” 


2. SITA’S MISGIVINGS AND RAMA’S REPLY 


Accordingly, Rama and Lakshmana prepared to go in 
pursuit of the Rakshasas of Dandaka. But Sita was a little 
uneasy in mind over Rama’s mission. Full of solicitude for 
him, she said softly : 

“My honoured lord, precious indeed is the life led by 
hermits, and that stage can be attained only through strict 
discipline and vigilance. It is beyond the reach of him who 
has not conquered his desires and passions. 

Three evils are born of desire: speaking untruth—-a 
great sin indeed; but worse still are: coveting another’s 
wife and harming those against whom one has no quarrel. 

O Rama, you have never uttered a lie, nor will you ever 
be found to have that failing. And the vice of guilty love 
has never been yours—not even in thought, always true that 
you are to your wedded wife. I know also that truth, right- 
eousness and all such virtues have found a sure abode in my 
lord—dqualities which those alone can hope to possess who 
have perfect control of their senses. 

And this third great evil, thirst of blood where there is 
no enmity, to which the ignorant are prone, seems to be 
alarmingly near you. 

O hero, seeing you armed with bow and arrows and 
getting ready to go with your brother to destroy the Raksha- 
sas my mind, ever watchful of your fair name, is full of con- 
cern. Frankly, I like not your entry into the Dandaka forest. 
Let me tell you why my mind misgives me. 

For, when you go into these woods, you are bound to. 
discharge your arrows against all the Rakshasas whom you 
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meet. And as.a fire blazes in all-devouring fury when there 
is fuel nearby to feed it, so does the eagerness to destroy 
swell the heart of a warrior once he has the bow in his 
hand. 

Now hear this story which is an illustration of my 
point. There was once’a pure and truth-loving sage in a 
forest where beasts and birds lived sporting merrily. So holy 
was he that Indra, the lord of heaven, got jealous of him 
and wanted to tempt him away from his merit-giving auste- 
rities. He appeared before the saint in the guise of a war- 
rior with a magnificent sword in his hand and begged of him 
to keep it in safe custody for him. To be true to the trust 
placed in him by the stranger the sage kept the weapon 
always with him and carried it with him even when he went 
about the forest gathering roots and fruits for the day. His 
attachment for the weapon soon became so great-that he 
ceased to take interest in his penance and his thoughts gra- 
dually turned towards cruelty. He took delight in killing the 
birds and beasts of the forest. The possession of the sword 
thus made him so brutal that he ended in going to hell. 

Forgive me, my honoured lord, I do not presume to 
teach you; humbly and out of deep affection for you I am 
ohly calling your attention to what you know full well. O 
hero, my prayer is that when, armed with the bow, you are 
engaged in waging war against the Rakshasas who have this 
forest for their home, you may never allow yourself to slay 
indiscriminately those who are not to blame. The bow, I 
ween, is given to the warrior for the noble purpose of ensur- 
ing the orderly pursuit of their calling by these peaceful 
Rishis and for nothing more. Moreover, weapons and retire- 
ment to the woods, warrior’s duty and hermit’s vows—are 
they not inconsistent ? We have now, I think, to live strictly 
according to the rules of the life we have chosen ? When 
you return to Ayodhya you may resume the duties of a prince. 
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And, should you give up your claim to the kingdom 
altogether and lead the virtuous life of a hermit perma- 
nently it would give infinite joy to my parents-in-law. Besides, 
virtue is the source of all real gain; virtue brings happi- 
ness ; and it is virtue that gives all one desires. Indeed, on 
virtue rests the whole world. By vows and austerities and 
with great effort the wise succeed in securing this precious 
blessing. And earthly pleasures can never bring true bliss. 
I pray, therefore, that you remain in the woods, pure of mind 
and true to your duty, living the holy life of a hermit. 

To you who know the mystery of the three worlds who 
would dare to say how you should conduct yourself ? I am 
speaking thus to you as a mere woman, out of anxiety for 
her lord. Pray, discuss the matter with your brother and deo 
what you deem proper.” 

And Rama replied : 

“Beloved Sita, daughter of Janaka, I appreciate the wise 
and loving words you have spoken which are fully worthy 
of your noble self, the glory of your race. But please listen 
to what J have to say on the subject. You have yourself well 
said that warriors hold the bow for the protection of the 
meek and the suffering. Now these venerable sages of the 
forest are appealing to me to save them from the Rakshasas 
who are harassing and killing them, and I have said to them : 

‘O holy men, shame on me that you should have to 
come to me invoking my help when it is my duty, as a prince, 
unasked to protect you. You have only to command me and 
I am here to carry out your wishes.’ 

They then said : 

‘O Rama, these Rakshasas are irresistable. They can 
take any form at will and are fond of flesh. They are oppres- 
sing us in many ways; they interrupt our daily ritual of 
worshipping fire and prayers. We are helpless and, O prince, 
you are our refuge. We can of course curse them and destroy 
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them with our soul power. But we would then be throwing 
away the merit won by years of severe penance. Therefoxe, 
we ask you and your brother to save us.” 

Accordingly, I assured them that I would protect them 
Having given this pledge, I cannot go back on it as long as 
there is breath in me. Truth is ever most dear to me. And, 
dear Sita, I would rather part with my own life, part with 
you and brother Lakshmana than be false to my word. | 
must therefore protect these saints. 

“O sinless Sita, I am very pleased with what you have 
said—loving words and friendly advice coming from the 
bottom of your heart, worthy of you «nd the noble house from 
which you hail. It is only those we love that we teach. Mv 
love, you are dearer to me than life itself.” 


3. SURPANAKHI MAKES LOVE TO RAMA 
AND IS PUNISHED 


Rama, Lakshmana and Sita visited the great sage Agas- 
_ tya who gave Rama a mighty bow, inexhaustible quivers of 
arrows and a magnificent sword for using against the Raksha- 
sas. And with his advice they settled down at Panchavati, a 
delectable spot on the banks of the Godavary river. 

One day, when they were sitting in their cottage pass- 
ing their time pleasantly, a Rakshasa woman in the course 
of her wanderings happened to visit that spot. Her name 
was Surpanakhi and she was the sister of the ten-headed 
Rakshasa, Ravana. Her eyes fell upon Rama, radiant as the 
gods. Broad-chested like a lion, mighty-armed, with eyes like 
the petals of lotus, arms reaching his knees, a face full of 
lustre and charming to see, stately as an elephant, a body 
well-shaped and full of youthful vigour, with marks proclaim- 
ing him a king, lotus-blue of complexion and graceful as the 
god of love, there was Rama before her looking like Indra 
himself. As she gazed upon him she fell at once in love 
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with him. Smitten with love, this hideous Rakshasi, with a 
big stomach, frightful eyes, red hair, a harsh voice, decrepit, 
cruel, foul-speeched and wicked, said to the young and hand- 
some Rama : | 

“Armed with bow and arrows and in the garb of a 
hermit, accompanied by wife, how dare you enter this land 
of the Rakshasas? Tell me truly why you have come 
hered: 

With his usual frankness Rama to whom untruth was 
ever distasteful, and more so when leading the life of a her- 
mit—and besides before a woman—told her who he was and 
how he came to live in the forest; and he then asked her : 

“Now tell me who you are. So lovely are you that 
surely you cannot be a Rakshasit. What has. brought you 
here ?” 

Burning with passion she replied : 

“O Rama, listen to me, I am a Rakshasi by the name 
of Surpanakhi. I can take any form at will and I am a terrer 
to all in this forest where I roam by myself. My brother is 
the mighty hero Ravana, the king of the Rakshasas, of whom 
you may have heard. And stfong Kumbhakarna, the heavy 
sleeper, and virtuous Vibhishana, so unlike Rakshasas, are 
also my brothers. There are, besides, my two other brothers, 
Khara and Dushana, noted for their valour in the field. O 
Rama, leaving them all I have come to you; for struck with 
your fair form the like of which I had never seen before, I 
wish you for my husband. Lordly am I; bold and strong, 
and I go about as I like without fear of others. May you 
long be my husband. 

Of what use can this Sita be to you? This mis-shaper 
and ugly thing is hardly the woman for you. It is only my 
lovely self that can be a fit mate for you. Take me therefore 
as your wife. I shall rid you of this ill-favoured, sunken- 
stomached and wicked woman. I shall eat her up as well as 
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your brother. Beloved, you can then sport with me merrily, 
wandering through many a forest and gazing on many a 
mountain peak.” | 

Rama heard her with a smile and said good-humouredly 
to the Rakshasi in the coils of passion : 

“Oh, what a pity! I am married already, and this is. 
my beloved wife. And to one like you it would indeed be a 
misery to have to share your wedded life with a rival spouse. 
But there is my good and charming brother, Lakshmana, who 
is not tied down to any consort here. Young, handsome and 
valiant, he longs for a mate and is a fit husband for you. 
© sweet dame of wide eyes and bosom fair, seek and enjoy 
his love, undisturbed by a rival, even as the sun’s rays love 
to rest on Mount Meru’s crest.” 

And the love-lorn Rakshasi immediately turned towards 
Lakshmana and said : 

“O youth, with my beauty I am the mate best suited for 
a handsome person like you. Let me be your wife. Come, 
and live happily with me wandering through these Dandaka 
woods.” 

Then Lakshmana, skilled in speech, smiled and_ said 
artfully : 

“O lotus-hued dame, I am but the servant of my honour- 
ed brother. Would you be content to be the wife of a slave ? 
Rather I would suggest that you be the junior consort of 
my peerless brother Rama and your heart’s desire will be 
fulfilled, ashe will soon surely cease to care for this ugly © 
and aged weakling of a wife and prefer you. For which 
sensible man would be so blind to the charms of such a 
lovely person as you as to feel interested in a miserable 
female human being ?” 

And mad with love, Surpanakhi who could not see 
a joke took Lakshmana’s words seriously, and approaching 
Rama again she said : 
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“O Rama, why do you cleave to this old, uncouth and 
wretched wife? Why do you not welcome me, with my 
beauty and youth? I shall this very moment, before your 
eyes, devour this worthless woman so that I may enjoy your 
company in these woods without having to share it with a 
rival ?” 

With these words, and with fiery eyes, she rushed in 
anger at timid fawn-eyed Sita, like a flaming meteor shoot- 
ing towards the soft-rayed Rohini star. And as this ogress 
was approaching Sita like a veritable noose of death, Rama 
quickly intercepted her, and calling Lakshmana said : 

“Lakshmana, it is not meet that we should jest with 
brutes. Dear Sita is shocked and must be attended to. Punish 
this hideous and insolent wretch by inflicting a mark dis- 
figuring her.” 

Lakshmana snatched at once the sword that was lying 
near Rama and chopped off her nose and ears. And, bleed- 
ing and shrieking, Surpanakhi fled back into the forest. She 
made straight for her brother, the redoubted Khara, and 
groaning, as she went, like a cloud charged with thunder she 
fell at his feet like a bolt from the blue striking the earth. 
Drenched with blood and dazed with fear, she narrated to 
him the story of Rama, Sita and Lakshmana who had intrnd- 
ed into the forest. Weeping and sobbing, she urged her bro- 
ther, who was wild with fury at seeing the injury caused to 
her by the strangers, to avenge the wrong done by them: “O 
how I long to see them struck dead and to drink their warm 
life-blood! That is my dearest wish; and, O brother, help 
me to have this satisfaction at once,” she said. 


4. RAVANA HEARS OF THE DESTRUCTION OF 
THE RAKSHASAS BY RAMA 


After Rama had annihilated the Rakshasa hordes and 
killed the two brothers of Surpanakhi, the sole surviving 
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Rakshasa, Akampa by name, fled to Lanka and gave the 
tidings to Ravana, the king of the Rakshasas : 

“O king,” he said, “all our Rekshasas in Janasthan in-— 
cluding your brothers Khara and Dushana have been killed 
in battle. I managed somehow to escape and have come 
immediately to report the matter to you.” 

Hearing this, Ravana flew into a rage. Flushed with 
anger and with eyes emitting fire as though they would burn 
up the whole world, he said : 

“Who is the fool that has dared to kill my Rakshasas of 
fair Janasthan ? Surely he is courting death. There is no 
escape for him. Not in all the three worlds will he find 
any refuge. Is there any one that can do me wrong with 
impunity ? No, not even Indra, nor Kubera, nor Yama, nor 
Vishnu. Know that I can mete death to Yama (the lord 
of death) himself; burn the very god of fire; and, when 
roused, the fire of my anger can even reduce the sun to ashes 
and my might humble the tempestuous wind (Vayu).” 

Seeing the king in such fury, Akampana began to trem- 
ble. With folded hands and in a faltering voice, he begged 
leave to tell his tale. On being assured by Ravana that he 
need have no fear, his courage slowly rose and he began to 
unfold the sad story as follows : 

“My liege, there is a man by the name of Rama, the 
son of Dasaratha, lion-like in build, with the shoulders of 
a bull, a hero of renown and unequalled in might. It is 
by him that Janasthan was destroyed. It is he who killed 
both Khara and Dushana, your brothers.” 

Then, breathing hard like an enraged snake, Ravana said - 

“Now tell me who was with that Rama. Was he accom- 
panied by Indra, the chief of the gods, and the angels ?” 

Akampana replied : 

“That Rama is the best of archers ; has full knowledge of 
celestial weapons and is the peer of Indra himself in battle. 
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He has a younger brother with him, fully worthy of him, 
strong, with fiery eyes, a face lovely as the moon and a voice 
deep as that of a kettle-drum. The two together, like fire and 
wind joined, have done havoc. There were certainly no gods 
with them. The gold-winged arrows that sped from 
Rama's bow each turned into five-headed snakes and 
ate up our forces. Terror-stricken, fly whither they would, 
there they found Rama before them ready to smite. Thus, 
O noble king, has Rama wiped out the Rakshasas of 
Janasthan.” 
Ravana said to him: “Well, I shall this very instant 
proceed to Janasthan and kill both Rama and Lakshmana.” 
But Akampana continuing said : “O king, listen as I tell 
you in full about Rama’s great strength and prowess. When 
roused, he can conquer the unconquerable. He can stem the 
rushing torrent with his arrows; he can overturn the skv 
with its galaxy of stars and constellations: this Rama can 
lift the earth from the seas; he can sink all the worlds into 
the ocean; he can with his shafts bar the roaring sea and 
check the fury of the tempest ; and indeed he can create new 
worlds and people them. And, O ten-faced lord, I am afraid 
that just as heaven cannot be gained by a sinner, so too 
Rama cannot be overcome either by your mighty self, or 
your host of Rakshasas or by the whole world. Even the 
gods and demons combined will, I think, be no match for 
him. But meseems there is one way of getting rid of him. 
Now listen to me attentively. He has a wife, Sita by name, 
a most beautiful woman, lotus-hued, with a lovely waist and 
well proportioned limbs decked with ornaments. She is in- 
deed the gem of womankind. There is none like her among 
the goddesses and nymphs above, nor among the demons-—- 
let alone human beings. If you approach her stealthily in 
the forest and carry her away, Rama is sure to die soon, pining 
for his beloved wife.” 
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). RAVANA CONFERS WITH MARICHA 


Accepting the suggestion of Akampana, Ravana set out 
in his chariot which was glistening like the sun and was 
drawn by mules; and rushing through the sky he soon 
reached the cottage of his trusted counsellor Maricha who, 
after receiving the royal visitor with all honours, asked : 


“My lord, is all well with the Rakshasas ? Your sud- 
den visit, however, causes me some concern.” 

Ravana replied: “O Maricha, the warders of my out- 
post have been easily slain by Rama and he has laid waste 
the whole of Janasthan. I propose punishing him by carry- 
ing away his wife and I want you to help me in doing so.” 


Maricha was shocked to hear this and said : 

“O lion of Rakshasas, which enemy of yours, in the 
guise of a friend, has put into your head this wicked idea of 
abducting Sita? Tell me who is he, bearing a grudge against 
you and jealous of your prosperity, that has suggested this 
plan. He cannot but be a foe who is encouraging you to 
act in a manner which will bring ruin to the great Rakshasa 
class. I wonder who could be the wretch that is leading you 
astray and would have you draw the poisonous fang from 
the serpent’s mouth. O king, say, who is the villain that 
has dealt this foul blow on your head disturbing your peace- 
ful slumber ? O Ravana, let me tell you that Rama is like 
unto a majestic tusker; his noble lineage being the trunk ; 
his prowess the elephant’s youthful vigour, and his well-set 
shoulders the tusks; and who would dare to face him in 
battle ? Take heed and rouse not Rama, the sleeping lion, 
with his firm stand on the battlefield, inspiring awe like the 
lion’s tail, heroic Rakshasa warriors instead of deer as the 
prey, his shafts as the limbs and his sharp sword as the lion’s | 
teeth. Do not plunge into the torrent of battle with Rama— 
a torrent having his bow for crocodiles, his valour for the 
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mire and the arrows sped from his bow as the waves. And 
jump not into the terrible hell of Rama’s ire from which 
there is no escape. O lord of Lanka, forgive this plain-speak- 
ing. I beg you to return to Lanka quickly and be happy in 
the company of your own consorts. Leave Rama alone and 
let him please himself wandering as he likes in the forest 
with his Sita.” 

Accepting Maricha’s advice, Ravana quickly returned to 
Lanka and was soon back in his palace. 


6. SURPANAKHI REPROACHES RAVANA 


Meanwhile, when she found the terrible Rakshasa forces 
annihilated and her two brothers killed by Rama, fighting 
single-handed, Surpanakhi was smitten with fear, and moan- 
ing loudly like thunder she made for the city of Lanka and 
reached the court of her mighty brother Ravana. She saw 
him seated radiant on his golden throne and surrounded by 
his ministers, like Indra sitting in the midst of the gods. 

A giant he was, a veritable mountain, broad-chested, 
with ten heads and twenty arms, a hero unconquerable in 
war even by the gods. Wicked by nature, he oppressed the 
righteous and coveted the wives of others. He carried away 
the beloved wife of Takshaka after defeating him in battle 
and wrested from the god of wealth his famous chariot which 
could go anywhere at the master’s will. Ten thousand years 
he spent in severe penance in the wilds when he even offered 
his ten heads to the Creator as sacrifice before he obtained 
from him the boon that (barring man for whom he cared 
not) he would not die at the hands of anyone—neither gods, 
demons, birds nor serpents. 

Such was her mighty brother Ravana whom Surpanakhi 
approached, numb with fear. She showed him her disfigured 
face and then spoke bitterly in anger : 
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“O brother, immersed in sensual pleasures, with none 
to check you, you little know the things that really matter 
and the grave danger that threatens you. Let me tell you 
that the king who is given to low pleasures and acts as he 
likes is as little relished by his people as the fire on a funeral 
pyre. The monarch who neglects to do the duty that time 
and place require of him is bound to fall along with his 
kingdom. And like elephants which shrink from the river’s 
treacherous mire, the people keep away from the king who 
is not served by proper emissaries, who cannot attend to the 
task of protecting the realm and whom they rarely see. His 
name and fame will be lost like the hills submerged in the 
sea. You have made enemies of the valiant gods and other 
celestials and yet you do not keep yourself informed through 
trusted spies of what is happening in the outside world. 

Ravana, you are no better than a child; wisdom you 
have none; and how can you hope to keep your kingdom ? 
Know that only the other day our entire force of fourteen 
thousand Rakshasas in Janasthan was annihilated and your 
heroic brothers killed by Rama fighting alone. That you 
should be unaware of this and the threat to your state clearly 
shows that you have no loyal agents, that your ministers are 
fools, and that you are pleasure-drunk, arrogant and blind. 

O Ravana, you are evil-minded ; you have none of the 
qualities that mark a king; and you have no respect for 
others. Soon will you come to grief. Mark my words.” 

The proud and mighty Ravana long pondered in his 
mind over the bitter words that fell from the mouth of his 
sister. At last, rousing himself and full of wrath, he address- 
ed her : 

“Tell me who is this Rama? What does he look like ? 
How valiant is he? Why has he come to our inaccessible 
Dandaka forest ? With what weapons did he strike my bro- 
thers and our Rakshasas ?” 
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Surpanakhi answered : 


“He is the son of King Dasaratha. He has long arms, 
_large eyes, wears dress of deer-skin and is charming as the 
god of love himself. He has a magnificent golden bow with 
golden bands like that of Indra from which he shoots arrows 
glistening like venomous snakes. So quick is he that I could 
hardly see when he took the arrows from the quiver and 
when he drew the bow-string to let them go. All! that I 
saw was that in three short hours our entire army was struck 
down like fine stalks of grain falling to the ground hit by 
hailstones showered by Indra; and the high-souled Rama 
spared me, being a woman. 


He has with him his brother Lakshmana, equally for- 
midable, his right hand and second self. 


Then there is Rama’s wedded wife, Sita by name, the 
daughter of the king of Videha, well-loved of him and devot- 
ed to him. So lovely is she that she might well be the forest 
goddess herself or another goddess of wealth. She has large 
eyes, a face like the full moon, a charming nose, well-shaped 
thighs, a slender waist, blood-red nails, a rich braid of hair 
and a complexion gleaming like molten gold. Neither among 
gods nor men had I ever seen a woman so beautiful. He is 
blessed, indeed,—more blessed than Indra himself—whom she 
weds and clasps to her bosom. A woman of unrivalled lovelt- 
ness and grace, she is a fit mate for you, Ravana, who are 
no less handsome. Believe me, dear brother, it was in attempt- 
ing to bring here for you that gem of a woman of ample 
bosom that I came by this disfigurement of face at the hands 
of Lakshmana. You have only to see her face, softly bright 
as the moon at its fullest, and you will at once become her 
slave. If your heart yearns for her, set about it quickly, step- 
ping forward with the right foot on the auspicious 
journey. , 
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Lord of the Rakshasas, arise and kill Rama and Laksh- 
mana and avenge the death of your brothers and the Raksha- 
sas; and make Sita of faultless limbs your own.” 


7. RAVANA SEEKS MARICHA’S HELP 


Ravana then conferred with his ministers, and pondered 
in his mind over the means to be adopted to gain his end. 
After he had made up his mind on the course to take, he 
quietly ordered for his chariot and immediately set out for 
the spot where Maricha lived. 
| After receiving with all honours and entertaining him, 
Maricha discreetly asked: “O lord of the Rakshasas, is all 
well at Lanka ? Pray, what brings you here again so soon ?” 

And Ravana said : 

“Dear Maricha, hear me. I am much disturbed in mind 
and I have come to you as you are my sole refuge. My two 
mighty brothers along with a force of fourteen thousand 
redoubtable warriors who, as you know, were stationed in 
Janasthan have all been killed in battle by that mere man 
Rama. Banished by his own angry father, that wretch whose 
days are numbered, that vile Kshatriya is a cunning, selfish 
and heartless miscreant who delights in harming others. And 
he has for no reason injured and disfigured my innocent sister, 
who was living a quiet life in the forest, by cutting off her 
ears and nose. To avenge these grievous wrongs I propose 
to carry away stealthily his wife Sita who is fair as a god- 
dess, and I need your help in this matter. 

O mighty Rakshasa, assisted by you and with my bro- 
thers by my side I can defy even the gods. In might, in battle 
and in understanding you have no equal. Resourceful and 
unsurpassable, you are also master of the art of illusion ; and 
that is why, O Maricha, I have come seeking your aid. 

Now let me tell you what I wish you to do for me. 
I should like you to appear near Rama’s cottage in the form 
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of a golden deer with silver spots and move about so as to 
catch Sita’s eye, and she will be so attracted by the beauty 
of the deer that she will surely ask Rama and Lakshmana 
to catch it for her. And when they both chase you leaving 
Sita all alone, I shall quickly seize her and fly away even as 
Rahu steals the lustre of the moon. Rama would then waste 
away pining for his missing wife, and I can then easily kill 
him, dispirited and weak as he would be.” 

Hearing these words, Maricha went pale with fear. His 
lips were dry, and in shocked surprise he remained for a 
while staring at Ravana like one who is dead. And with 
folded hands he then humbly spake these words meant fot 
Ravana’s good as well as his own: 

“O king, many there are who speak words pleasing for 
the moment. But few are they whose words may be distaste- 
ful at first but will prove to be wise in the end; and few 
also are they that listen to them. 

I am afraid that you are sadly informed about the noble 
and heroic Rama, the peer of Indra and Varuna. O sire, it 
looks as though Sita is born to cause your downfall and 
that I am <ciso fated to suffer on her account. Little wonder 
if with a ling like you, capricious and unrestrained, Lanka 
and you «ong with its people are destroyed. 

No angry father drove away Rama as you think. He 
went into exiie giving up the kingdom and royal pleasures 
that were his so that the word of his father from whom 
Kaikeyi had extracted a promise through guile may be kept. 
Never cruel, wicked or mean, he is neither dishonourable nor 
a vile warrior intent on harming others. Forgive me, O 
king, it is not therefore meet that you should malign him 
trusting slanderers. | 

Rama is the personification of virtue and, aye, the lord 
of the world. And how can you hope to wrest Sita who is 
protected by his might. You may as well think of stealing 
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\ the lustre of the sun. O lord of the Rakshasas; what then 1s 
the use of undertaking this fruitless task ? Should he meet 
you in battle surely there is an end of you. I beg you not 
to make an enemy of Rama if you wish to live and long 
enjoy the coveted glory of your realm. Go back, confer with 
wise counsellors like Vibishana; consider the matter care- 
fully in all its aspects; weigh the strength and weakness of 
each ; and compare dispassionately your and Rama’s might 
before you decide on the proper course to take. 

Listen further; I know something of Rama’s prowess. 
Years ago I was roaming in the Dandaka forest waxing strong 
with the strength of a thousand elephants, terrorising all and 
eating the flesh of sages. And I once noticed that this Rama, 
armed with a bow and twanging the bowstring, was stand- 
ing guard at the Ashram (cottage) of that great sage, Visva- 
mitra, who was engaged in performing a sacrifice. Clad 
in a single robe, with eyes soft and lovely as the petals of 
the lotus, his hair tied into a knot, with none of the signs 
of an adult, a golden chain round his neck and holding his 
bow, he looked like the rising moon and lit up the forest 
with his radiance. But proud of the strength which a boon 
had given me, I approached the cottage with the object of 
spoiling the sacrifice. Rama saw me and unperturbed he 
strung his bow. Taking little notice of him as being a mere 
child I rushed towards the Ashram, and in an instant Rama 
sped a shaft which flung me into the sea, a good hundred 
leagues away. Brave Rama thus spared me and would not 
kill me, but my followers fell. And this was when Rama 
was a mere boy yet untrained in arms. 

Years later I returned to the forest and was harassing 
the Rishis as before when I chanced to meet Rama again. 
He was then in exile and was leading the life of a hermit. 
Seeing him so meek and harmless, the thought of wreaking 
vengeance occurred to me, and in the guise of a beast J 
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charged at him. But Rama picked up the bow at once and 
shot three arrows which came chasing as one, and knowing, 
from past experience, the might of Rama I fled in great fear 
and saved myself while my companions were slain. Since 
then I am living the quiet life of a hermit in this forest. 
So frightened am I that I see Rama with the bow in his 
hands in every tree; I see thousands of him; indeed, the 
whole forest seems as one Rama. I dream of him and wake 
up shaking with fear. Aye, any name beginning with the 
letter R brings shivers on me. 

O Ravana, knowing the might of Rama I[ cannot fol- 
low you. You may do yourself what you deem fit. I repeat 
that Rama is glorious, righteous and mighty. He will be 
the Destroyer to all Rakshasas. I am warning you as your 
well-wisher that if you do not heed my well-meant advice you 
will be killed in battle by Rama along with all your kith 
and kin.” 

But Ravana spurned the sound advice of Maricha, evem 
as a person who does not desire to live refuses to take medi- 
cine. Urged by fate, he said sharply to him : 

“OQ Maricha, these mean and insulting words regarding 
me that have fallen from your lips are as fruitless as casting 
seeds on barren soil. I am not going to be frightened by 
what you have said about that wretch Rama, that mere man, 
that fool who, at the instance of a worthless woman, aban- 
dons his kingdom, leaves his parents, kith and kin and runs 
away to the woods. I shall, as you will see, steal his dear 
wife ; and no power, be it Indra, all the gods or demons, 
shall shake my resolve. 

Rakshasa, remember that a counsellor who wishes to 
enjoy royal favour should tender his advice only when asked 
by the king and then too only politely and in a helpful spirit. 
Advice, even if agreeable, is not welcome to the king, to 
whom all honour is due, when it is offered disdainfully. 


| 
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re you, Rakshasa, high-souled kings have five aspects : 


fiery like Agni, valiant like Indra, mild and soothing like 


the Moon, stern like Yama and gracious like Varuna; and 
they are therefore to be highly regarded. 

And you, Maricha, ignorant of your duties, and for- 
getting your position, have been insolent to your king, now 
your guest. I did not ask for your advice. I only told you 
what I wished you to do to help me; and, mark my words, 
whether you like it or not, you shall do it. And when you 
have done your part, you may go where you wish. O Mart- 
cha, be sensible and help me and I shall give you half my 
kingdom. 

Now, Maricha, I warn you that there are two courses 
before you: join me in my plan, with your life in doubt in 
carrying out your part; or make an enemy of me in which 
case certain is death for you at my hands this very moment. 
Consider carefully and do what you deem best.” 

Maricha in desperation said : 

“O Rakshasa, what wretch has advised you to embark 
on this course which brings you ruin as the fruit of your past 
deeds ? Those counsellors of yours who would not attempt 
to dissuade you in every way from following the evil path 
deserve to be punished. It is the duty of every good minister 
to restrain a monarch who is despotic and given to evil 
ways. And it is only by a good monarch’s will that they have 
profit, pleasure, name and fame. O mightiest of the mighty, 
from him springs all duty and success and he should there- 
fore be kept from harm and evil at all times. Like stupid 
charioteers coming to grief driving spirited steed over rough 
ground, wicked counsellors perish, along with their cruel 
masters. The righteous suffer for the faults of others; and 
the fate of the people ruled by a heartless king is that of 
sheep left to the care of a jackal. The prospect before me, 
alas, is not of my doing. I am not concerned about myself, 
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but I am sorry for you and the entire race of Rakshasas who 
will be wiped out. As for myself I shall indeed be happy 
to be slain by Rama, as certainly he would. 

Alas, O Ravana, my words—the words of one who is 
your well-wisher—have fallen on deaf ears and you do not 
pay heed to me even as those whose life is fast ebbing away 
listen not to the advice of their friends.” 

Having addressed these bitter words, Maricha, full of 
fear, finally said: “Well, be it as you wish. I can do no 
more. Come, I am ready to go with you. May you fare 
well.” 

Ravana was so delighted that he clasped Maricha to his 
bosom and said : 

“Maricha, these brave words are what I expected of 
you. You are now speaking like your true self. Come, get 
into this chariot and we shall proceed at once to Dandaka 
forest.” 


8 MARICHA—THE WONDROUS DEER 


Ravana and Maricha then entered the Dandaka forest, 
and when they reached the precincts of Rama’s cottage they 
got down from the chariot, and Ravana said to Maricha hold- 
ing his hands: 

“Look, that cottage there in the midst of the banana 
grove is Rama’s cottage; and now, my friend, quickly set 
about the task for which we have come.” 

Maricha assumed at once the form of a deer. It was 
a wonderful deer, with its horn tips gleaming like gems, 
black and white patches alternating beautifully on the face, 
its neck gracefully raised, flanks of roseate tint, hoofs vying 
with lapis lazuli, and its tail of variegated hue like Indra’s 
bow. Its body was flecked with a hundred silver spots and 
glistening with tints of many a gem; and as it entered the 
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grounds of the cottage it made the whole forest glow and 
stole the heart of every one with its loveliness. It moved 
about leisurely, here and there, nibbling the grass and the 
tender leaves. It would then fly back for a while and soon 
draw near the cottage again. One moment it would be mer- 
rily capering in the air and the next resting sweetly on the 
ground. It would try to mix with the other animals there,. 
but they would sniff it and run away in fright in all direc- 
tions, discovering it was not one of their breed. 

Thus it waited before Rama’s home to catch the eye 
of Sita. And when she came out and was gathering flowers: 
her eyes fell on this marvellous creature in all its glory, 
with a body which seemed decked with rich pearls and geins: 
and flanks flashing like burnished gold and silver. She gazed 
and gazed with eyes wide cpen wondering at the sight of an 
animal the like of it she had never seen before. Full of 
excitement she called aloud: “Rama, Lakshmana, come: 
quick ; see that lovely animal there.” 

Scanning the animal carefully, Lakshmana became sus-. 
picious and said to Rama : 

“O brother, this is no deer. It seems to be that Rakshasa 
Maricha. With his illusory powers he often takes the form 
of animals at will and drives to their doom unsuspecting 
princes in quest of game. O Raghava, there is no deer on 
earth decked like this. It must therefore be an illusion and’ 
J have no doubt about it.” 

But Sita who was fascinated by the glossy skin of ihe. 
deer said with a pretty smile interrupting Lakshmana : 

“My noble lord, this animal has stolen my heart. O- 
mighty-armed Rama, go and catch it for me. It will be such 
a delightful thing to tend and play with. Here in this forest- 
and near our home we often find many a beautiful animal 
roam, but never have I seen anything so marvellous as this.. 
What fine limbs with tints so pleasant and varied it has got ! 
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What lovely skin with silver-white spots and what grace ! 
Its mellow beauty lights up the whole forest like the moon, 
and my heart craves for it. O Rama, do catch it for me. I 
shall rear it as a pet and when, in the fullness of time, we 
return to our royal state, won’t it be an ornament to our 
home ? And, O lord, won't it be a perpetual wonder and 
delight to you and me, to Bharata and the queen mothers ? 
If you cannot catch it alive slay it and let me have its lovely 
skin. How I long to sit on the soft skin with you by my 
side! I know it is not meet that women should give way 
so much to selfish desires. But the animal’s lovely form is 
irresistable.” 

Rama too was impressed by its fair form and he said 
to Lakshmana : 

“O Lakshmana, see how Sita’s heart is set on this crea- 
ture. There is nothing like it either in the celestial Nandana 
gardens or in Kubera’s garden, let alone this earth. And who 
would not be attracted by such an animal whose beauty words 
cannot express adequately ? If, as you say, it is that vile 
Maricha with his guiles it is my duty to kill him even as sage 
Agastya put an end to Vatapi and his tricks. I am going to 
catch the animal or kill it and bring its skin. Now, joy of 
Raghu’s race, well-armed, guard Sita carefully. I shall be 
back in a minute. Meanwhile, be ever on the watch against 
danger from any quarter, and with the aid of the able and 
wise Jatayu, protect her well.” 

Then Rama set out armed with his gold-hilted sword, 
his triple-fold bow and two quiverful of arrows. No sooner 
did the deer see him approaching than it fled from his sight 
as if in fear. But it soon reappeared at a distance in all its 
loveliness and Rama ran after it. But it bounded away and 
was seen leaping and flying through the air as if in dread 
of his arrows. And like the moon enveloped in clouds alter- 
nately showing itself and disappearing, the deer was visible 
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for a moment in the woods and hid the next moment. Thus, 
with his wiles, Maricha drew Rama away far from his cot- 
tage. Pin 
Tired and annoyed by the vain pursuit of the charming 
quarry Rama was getting a little bewildered, and he stood 
resting for a while in the grassy shade of the forest when 
the animal was again seen at some distance emerging from 
a clump of trees. And he decided to strike it at once as he 
had lost all nope of catching it. Then in great rage Rama 
took out an arrow glistening like the rays of the sun, fixed 
it in the bow, and taking a sure aim pulled the bow string. 
with all his might and let the arrow go. That missile, which. 
emanated from Brahma himself, hissing like a serpent and 
flashing like lightning hit the animal piercing the heart cf: 
Maricha within. The deer sprang in the air to a height of a. 
palmyra tree and came to the ground. And sheddirz the 
assumed form of an animal Maricha lay dying on the ground. 
But true to the last to Ravana, his royal master, and in order. 
to help him by getting Lakshmana to join Rama, leaving Sita 
all alone, he cried aloud in agony mimicking the voice of- 
Rama: “O Sita, O Lakshmana !” 

Rama approached the dying Rakshasa, and finding him. 
to be no other than Maricha he recalled how right was 
Lakshmana’s warning. But he was sorely troubled in mind» 
by Maricha’s cry of distress. “What would Sita think if she. 
heard the plaintive cry, and how would Lakshmana react to 
it ?” he said to himself. And, as he began to think of it, his 
heart was filled with fear and the hair on his body stood: 
on end. 


9. SITA UPBRAIDS LAKSHMANA 


Sita did hear the cry; and believing that the call of 3 
anguish came from Rama _ she said to Lakshmana : 
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“Go, Lakshmana, and find out what ails Rama. I heard 
his appealing cry distinctly; my heart is perturbed; and 
My senses are failing. Go quick to the rescue of your brother 
who seems to be in dire straits, having fallen into the hands 
of Rakshasas even as a bull caught in the midst of lions.” 

But Lakshmana did not move, obedient to his brother’s 
injunction to him to stay near Sita and guard her. And Sita 
flew into a rage and said: 

“O son of Sumitra, when you are so reluctant to move 
-even when your brother is in great distress, it seems that you 
-are really his foe in the guise of a friend. You seem to wish 
him ill so that I may be yours. I know now that you do not 
love him in the least. If it is really love for him that has 
‘brought you here, think of him whose life is in peril. Oh! 
what would be our lot were he to meet with any mishap !” 

And to Sita who was speaking thus, full of tears, over- 

whelmed by grief and trembling like a startled doe, Laksh- 
-mana said : 
“O daughter of the king of Videha, be assured that your 
“husband is so mighty that he cannot be conquered by any 
-one—be they gods, Rakshasas, serpents or men. Of that | 
-am certain. Indeed, there is none who can withstand him 
‘in. battle either among gods, men, Gandharvas, birds, beasts, 
-demons or Rakshasas. Do not therefore be alarmed. Rama 
-will soon be back after killing that best of deer. 

And it is also clear to me that the doleful cry you heard 
_could not be from Rama. It is a trick by some one meant 
to’ deceive us. It must be from that terrible Rakshasa, Marti- 
-cha, who is adept in creating illusion. 

O Sita, Rama has, besides, strictly enjoined me to be 
-vigilant and guard you against all danger. How can I disobey 
him and leave you alone? As you know, ever since we 
“kilted Khara and his men and laid Janasthan waste, we have 
-made enemies of the Rakhsasas, and they are intent on giving 
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us trouble in a variety of ways. It behoves you therefore not 
to be needlessly agitated.” 

But so overwrought was Sita by anxiety for her lord 
that Lakshmana’s speech inflamed her wrath instead of 
soothing her. With eyes emitting fire, she said these bitter 
words to the truthful Lakshmana : : 

“O villain, heartless wretch, fiend, the disgrace of your 
face, it seems to me that you take delight in seeing Rama in 
grave danger ; else you would not be tarrying and speaking 
so lightly like this. No wonder that crooked men like you 
should dissemble and think of being false to their own kin. 
Surely you have followed Rama either with an eye to win- 
ning me or as the perfidious agent of Bharata. O Lakshmana, 
I tell you neither your nor Bharata’s desire will ever be ful- 
filled. Never. Having chosen, as my lord, Rama of dark 
hue and eyes like the petals of lotus, do you think that I 
would ever stoop to care for meaner men ? O son of Sumitra, 
I would rather die this instant before your eyes. I cannot 
live in this world even for a moment without Rama.” 

Hearing this cruel speech of Sita, Lakshmana, with fold- 
ed hands, said : 

“Madam, I have no desire to answer your baseless 
charge. Suffice to say that you have ever been a goddess to 
me. It is nothing strange for women to speak thoughtlessly. 
It seems to be their nature all over the world. O daughter 
of Janaka, women are known to be faithless, fickle, heartless 
and they breed mischief. Oh, your words are like red-hot iron 
piercing my ears. and I cannot bear the pain. Let all the 
denizens of the forest bear witness to the harsh and unfair 
words you have said about me who speaks nothing but truth. 
Oh, fie on women! Must you court trouble and must you 
come to grief? Bound as I am by my brother’s mandate, | 
am but doing his will; and yet, alas, you doubt my faith 
and cast slur on my honour. 
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Very well, madam, I bow to your wishes and am going 
to Rama. May you fare well. May the guardian spirits of 
the woodland protect you. For, O daughter of the monarch 
of Videha, dark omens are threatening all around, and my 
mind misgives me whether, when I return, I shall see you 
again safe here with Rama by your side.” 

And to Sita who was still talking and behaving wildly 
and weeping loudly, Lakshmana bowed and sadly made to 
go towards Rama, looking back anxiously at her, again and 
again. 


10. RAVANA APPEARS BEFORE SITA IN THE 
GUISE OF A HERMIT 


No sooner had Lakshmana left reluctantly to seek 
Rama than Ravana appeared before the cottage in the guise 
of a hermit, wearing a coarse saffron cloth, with hair tied 
up into a knot, sandals on his feet, holding a shade, and a 
staff with a bowl attached to it resting on his left shoulder. 
And as darkness falls in the evening when both sun and 
moon are no longer there, and like some baneful planet 
edging towards Rohini when the Moon is away, the crue! 
Rakshasa approached and saw the renowned and youthful 
Sita, bereft of the two brothers. At the sight of the mighty 
Ravana of terrible deeds, the very trees of that forest stood 
still with not a leaf shaking ; the wind ceased to blow ; and 
the rushing Godavari waters, seeing his fiery eyes, slowed 
down for fear of him. With dark design hid under his false 
garb, like a well covered over with grass, he stood looking 
steadily at her. 

Chanting Vedic hymns like a holy man, Ravana came 
near Sita who was sitting in the cottage with tears in her 
eyes and full of anxiety. And to that best of women sitting 
there, resplendent like the goddess of wealth herself without 


her lotus, he gently spake praising her : 
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“O you who are lustrous as the finest gold, wearing 
yellow robes, and with a garland of lotus like the goddess 
Lakshmi, pray, who are you ? Are you the goddess of Fame, 
Wealth or Fortune ? Are you a nymph or the Queen of 
Love roving at will 2? What lovely white and well-set teeth : 
How bright and large are your eyes tipped with red? And 
your breasts, so firm, full and round like the sale fruit, are 
a delight to see. O fair one of winning smiles and charming 
eyes, you are stealing my heart even as the current of a 
river undermines its banks. So slender is your waist that 
it can be easily grasped with one’s palm ; and such beautiful 
hair too. Neither goddesses nor Gandharvas nor nymphs can 
show one so fair; and my eyes have never seen such a form 
before anywhere on earth. I feel that for a woman, so young 
and of such rare beauty, the woodland which is the home of 
wild Rakshasas is not the place to live in. Your feet are 
meant to tread in well-kept gardens full of perfume; and 
you should grace royal palaces and enjoy stately pleasures. 
The best blossom, the richest fare and the finest clothes should 
be yours ; and the noblest of men your lord. Strange there- 
fore to find you roaming where no Gandharva, Kinnara or 
other celestial has ever been seen. Here in these wilds in- 
fested with lions, elephants, bears and other fierce animals, 
sweet lady, are you not afraid of living all alone ? And now, 
O auspicious dame, tell me your name, who you are and what 
has brought you to this terrible forest.” 

Unsuspecting Sita took him for a really holy man. She 
received him with all the honours due to such a guest, placed 
choice fruits and herbs of the forest before him to eat and 
waited on him, all the while, however, ill at ease and lock- 
ing anxiously for her husband and Lakshmana to return ; but 
all round she could see the forest and forest only and-ac——~. 


sign of the brothers. qd: 
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And she said to herself, “He is a Brahmana, and my 
guest too. If I do not reply he might be offended and might 
curse me.” After a moment’s reflection she spoke and gave 
an account of herself and the circumstances in which she 
and her husband, accompanied by Lakshmana, had to seek 
the forest. She then asked him: “Now tell me truly, O 
twice-born, who you are and why you are roaming in this 
forest all alone.” 

And Ravana made this startling reply : 

“O Sita, know me to be he who is a terror to the world 
of gods, demons and serpents; Ravana, by name, the lord 
of the band of Rakshasas. Sweet lady, after seeing your flaw- 
less self, with limbs of golden lustre, you, and you alone, are 
my heart’s desire, and I care not for all the wives I have. 
Be you the Queen of the queens that belong to Ravana. Sport 
thou with me in the pleasant gardens of Lanka, that famous 
city of mine on the crest of a hill girt by the ocean. Five 
thousand maids fully adorned with ornaments shall wait on 
you when you become mine.” 

High rose her anger as she heard these words and she 
answered in bitter scorn : 

“The wedded wife am I of Rama, firm as a mountain, 
the peer of Indra and dignified as the ocean; of Rama, the 
repository of every virtue, stately like a Nyagrodha tree, who 
is ever true to his word, noblest of mortals, broad-chested and 
of mighty arm, with the gait and valour of a lion. And you 
dare to ask me to be your mate—me the devoted wife of 
Rama, of a princely line, with face bright as the full moon, 
the saintly, self-controlled, high-souled Rama of great re- 
nown. Me to be your wife! Well may a jackal woo a 
lioness. You may sooner touch the sun’s radiance than me. 
Wretch, methinks you must be seeing the trees of gold (which 
it is said dying men see) that you should long to have Rama’s 


beloved wife. 
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Stupid Rekshasa, in casting covetous eyes on Rama's 
beloved wife, you are acting even like one trying to pull the 
teeth out of the mouth of a hungry and mighty lion or draw 
the fangs out of the mouth of a venomous snake. Would 
you carry away, Mandara, that majestic mountain, in your 
hands or hope to survive after drinking deadly poison ? Wish 
not for Rama’s darling spouse. You may as well prick your 
eyes with a sharp needle or lick a razor’s edge with your 
tongue ; or attempt to cress the ocean with a mill-stone tied 
round your neck; or try to snatch the sun and moon with 
your hands; or hold a blazing fire in the folds of a cloth ; 
or walk over the pointed tips of iron stakes. 

Such indeed would be your fate were you to persist in 
your evil purpose. You and Rama; ah, what a world of 
difference! As a mean jackal is to a lordly lion of the forest, 
_a trickling stream to the ocean, mere lead to gold; as mire 
is to sweet sandal dust, a cat to an elephant, a crow to the 
king of birds (Garuda); and as water fowl is to the peacock 
and the owl to the swan, so are you in comparison with my 
dear lord. : 

Beware therefore. And so long as Rama like unto Indra 
is there, with bow and arrows in his hands you can never 
hold me even as a fly cannot digest the diamond which it 
has swallowed.” 

Thus spoke Sita in high dudgeon summoning all her 
courage ; but as she ceased to speak she began to tremble 
like a plantain tree under a storm. Ravana, looking terrible 
as Death himself, noticed her shaking with fear; and with 
the object of frightening her further into submission he be- 
gan to recount his name and fame. 

Stung by Sita’s taunts, Ravana spoke sharply knitting 
his brow and full of fury: 

“Madam, know me to be the brother of no less a god 
than Kubera. Defeated in battle by me he fled to the Kailasa 
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mountain, and I forcibly took possession of his 
famous chariot: which can fly through the air any- 
where at the bidding of its master. I go by the 
name of Ravana of ten necks and am known over 
all the worlds for might and prowess. At the sight of 
my ferocious face Indra and other celestials fly from fear. 
Where I am, the wind blows gently for fear of me, and the 
fierce rays of the sun turn cold; and where I go about, even 
the leaves of trees dare not shake, and the water in rivers 
stands still. 

The magnificent Lanka beyond the seas where I live 
vies in grandeur with Indra’s Amaraoti itself. Surrounded by 
battlements which glisten, with courtyards paved with gold, 
gateways decked with gems, full of elephants, horses and 
chariots, resounding with the music of kettledrums, and 
lovely gardens with trees bearing fruit all the year round, 
it is a charming city indeed. 

O fair Sita, O princess, living there happily with me 
enjoying all heavenly and earthly bliss you will cease to 
think of mortal Rama whose days are numbered. Disinherit- 
ed and exiled by his father, of what use to you is this imbe- 
cile Rama who now leads the life of a hermit ? Here I am, 
the lord of all Rakshasas, come seeking you, smitten with 
love for you. Reject me not with such disdain. You will 
surely rue the day when you do so, even as the celestial 
beauty Urvasi did of old when she spurned King Pururavas 
who begged of her on bended knees. O fairest lady, let me 
tell you that Rama is no match even for a finger of mine in 
battle. Be sensible and clutch at the chance which good 
fortune has brought you in me.” 

With eyes red with anger, Sita answered : 

“If, as you say, you are the brother of Kubera, adored 
by all, how could you think of doing such a wicked thing as 
this ? O Ravana, let me warn you that the whole race of 
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Rakshasas of which you, the evil-minded, sensual and cruel 
wretch are the head, will suffer for your misdeeds. You may 
carry away even Sachi, the beautiful wife of Indra with im- 
punity ; but you cannot steal the wife of Rama and yet hope 
to live. Nothing can save you—no, not even drinking nec- 
tar (Amrita); you shall pay with your life for the wrong 
done to one like me.” 


11. RAVANA CARRIES AWAY SITA 


Threats and cajoling having failed to move Sita, Ravana 
clapped his hands, and, lo! he was no longer the saintly 
hermit but his true terrible self—the ten-headed Rakshasa 
with bow and arrows, a huge body, eyes red with anger, dark 
as a thick cloud and attired in crimson robes. He stood glar- 
ing at her and then said: 

“O best of women, if you wish for your lord one whose 
name and fame are known over the three worlds, be mine; 
Ravana is the only mate worthy of you. Long may you live 
happily with me. You will never find me doing anything 
disagreeable to you. Give up your love for mortal man and 
turn to me. O foolish dame who imagines herself to be wise, 
I wonder what charm you could find in Rama to be attached 
to that unworthy man, so lacking in sense as to exchange 
kingdom, kith and kin for life in the wilds at the behest of 
a woman.” 

Having said these words, and mad with passion, the 
wicked Ravana drew closer to Sita like the planet Budha 
(Mercury) intercepting Rohini in the sky. With his left 
hand he caught hold of her hair, and with his right he lifted 
her. As he did so, the very guardian spirits of the forest fled 
in fright. He carried her, frightening her with threats as she 
was shrieking, “O Rama’, and placing her in his chariot he 
sped through the air. 
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Terror-stricken Sita continued shrieking wildly : 

~“O Lakshmana, strong-armed, ever delighting in doing 
his elder brother’s will, do you not see me being carried away 
by the fierce Rakshasa? O Rama, you who are ever ready 
to sacrifice, life, wealth and all happiness at the call of duty, 
do you not see me being borne away by the vicious Rakshasa ? 
Chastiser of the wicked, how is it you are letting this sinner 
Ravana go unpunished. 

Rakshasa, evil deeds may not bear their bitter fruit 
immediately. I suppose the time must come for it, even as 
the seed sown must wait before it bears fruit. So shall you, 
before long, surely come to dire grief at the hands of Rama. 

Oh, how gratified Kaikeyi and her friends would be at 
this disaster that has befallen us and the success of their plan ! 

Ye, flower-laden trees of the woods, I beg you to report 
quickly to Rama that his darling Sita is being whisked away 
stealthily by Ravana. Ye mountains with towering peaks and 
revelling in flowers, and O river Godavari, resounding with 
swans and other birds, obeisance to you. I pray tell Rama 
that Ravana is carrying me away. And ye spirits of these 
woods, I bow to you; tell my lord that I am being stolen. 
Ye beasts, birds and other creatures living in this forest, I am 
your suppliant. Tell Rama that his beloved wife, dearer to 
him than life itself, is the captive of Ravana who is running 
away with her. As soon as he hears of this, mighty Rama 
will surely rescue me wherever I may be—even from the 
other world or from the hands of Yama.” 


12. JATAYU FIGHTS WITH RAVANA 


Thus as she was weeping and crying piteously, she hap- 
pened to see the vulture Jatayu, the friend of Rama, perched 
cn a tree. In a voice faltering with fear and sorrow, she said : 

“O worshipful Jatayu, see, this wicked chief of the 
Rakshasas is forcibly carrying me away who is helpless. O 
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poor soul, I know that you cannot stop this ruthless rascal 
who is strong and well-armed. But please go and inform: 
Rama and Lakshmana fully about this.” 

Jatayu woke up on hearing these words and saw Ravana. 
and Sita. And that best of birds with a sharp beak and majes- 
tic as a mougtain peak spoke these wise words : 

“O ten-necked giant, I am the mighty king of vultures,. 
Jatayu by name, who has always observed the time-honoured: 
laws of duty and a lover of truth. And this noble woman 
“whom you wish to steal is the wedded wife of Rama, the 
lord of all the worlds, the peer of Indra, and the friend of 
all. O mighty one, a virtuous king never touches anothet’s: 
wife ; and, aye, never fails to show the honour due to a 
prince’s wife. Idced, it is the duty of every one to have the 
same regard for the honour of other men’s wives as for their 
own. And when the holy books are not clear on matters: 
relating to duty, profit and pleasure the people follow the 
lead of the king. The king should therefore observe care- 
fully the principles of good conduct. He is the fountain of 
good conduct and all bliss; the store-house of all treasure. 
He it is who sets the standard of conduct—good or bad. O 
chief of Rakshasas, if your mind is ever inclined to sin and 
low pleasures, you ate as unworthy to be a king as a sinner 
is to ride in a celestial chariot. 

Noble Rama has not done you any wrong, and where- 
fore do you want to harm him ? If, at the instance of guilty 
Surpanakhi, your brother Khara attacked Rama and was kill- 
ed by him, is Rama to blame ? Think well for a moment and 
you will see it is not Rama’s fault. 

Therefore, O Rakshasa, release Sita at once; else you 
will be reduced to ashes by the fire of his terrible eyes evcn 
as Vritra was struck down by Indra’s thunder-bolt. 

Blind Rakshasa, you do not know that you are holding 
a venomous setpent in the folds of your cloth; and that 
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to her, “Fear not lady, fear not.” The streams they passed, 
with faded lotus, frightened fish and other creatures of the 
water, seemed sluggish and sad like a dear companion choked 
with sorrow. Furious with Ravana, the cruel lion and tiger, 
the gentle deer and bird came together and in a body fol- 
lowed the shadow of Sita as if to give her succour. The 
hills, with streams running down their slopes as if they were 
tears on their face, and their peaks as upraised hands, seemed 
as if they were moaning over the outrage done to her. 
Seeing Sita being torn away, the glorious sun lost his lustre 
and went pale. And all the beings that witnessed Ravana’s 
crime kept weeping and saying: “Oh, gone are justice and 
truth, uprightness and pity!” 

And all the while, bereft of friends and fearful of her 
fate, weeping and calling: “O Rama, O Lakshmana,” Sita 
was looking down eagerly upon the earth below for signs of 
Rama and Lakshmana; but, alas, in vain. 

She saw, however, five big monkeys sitting together on 
a hill-top below, and in the hope that they may give news 
of her to Rama she let drop amidst them, unnoticed by 
Ravana, some of her jewels tied up in her upper cloth. 


14. SITA IN LANKA 


Arriving at Lanka, Ravana took Sita to his magnificent 
palace and left her there even as the demons’ architect Maya 
hid the goddess of illusion. And summoning some terrible- 
looking giantesses he commanded : 

‘Take care that no cne, man or woman, has access to 
this lady without my orders. But give her without question 
whatever she may desite ; pearls, gems, gold or dress. And 
should any one of you do anything to displease her, wittingly 
or unwittingly, her life is forfeit.” 

After a while Ravana returned and found Sita in the 
midst of the fierce demons with face full of tears and weighed 
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down by grief. Like a ship storm-tossed and sinking in the 
high seas, like a lone deer which had‘ strayed away from the 
herd and was surrounded by a pack of hounds, she was look- 
ing forlorn, her head hanging down in utter despair. And 
he forced her to go with him ; and in the hope of tempting 
her into yielding he showed to her the many glories of his 
palacial home vying in beauty with the abode of the gods 
themselves. | 

And renewing his courting, he said : 

“O Sita, thirty-two crores of fierce Rakshasas there are, 
and I am the monarch of them all. O fair dame of large 
eyes, whatever kingly power and state I possess, along with 
my heart, I lay at your feet. You are dearer to me than 
life itself. Dearest, be you my queen—aye, the queen of my 
thousand queens. Listen to my prayer and be gracious to 
me who is smitten with love. This fair city of Lanka, girt 
by sea and spreading over a hundred leagues, cannot, I tell 
you, be captured even by all the gods banded together and 
led by Indra. And in all the three worlds there is none who 
can withstand me either among the gods or other celestials. 
Of what use is Rama to you any longer—Rama, an exile from 
his country, leading the life of a mendicant, weak and’ power- 
less ? Look kindly on me who is the only one worthy of 
you, and be happy with me. After all, youth will not last 
for ever: Why tarry? Give up all hope of seeing Rama 
again. 

Can any one tie up the storm in the sky with a rope 
or catch the blazing fire with his hand ? Even so there is 
none in all the worlds that can take you away whom these 
arms protect. O auspicious one, as the anointed Queen of 
Lanka, be happy with me. No more shall misfortune, the 
fruit of past ill-deeds, trouble you. Henceforth reap the 
merit of every virtuous deed of yours and enjoy with me 
all the pleasures of life. Fear not that you will be sinning. 

i 
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A union such as this, ordained by Fate, has the approval of: 
sages. O Sita, see, I lay my head at OUE lovely feet. Look. 
kindly on me, your humble servant.” 

So saying, Ravana who was already held by Death's te 
noose vainly thought that Sita was now his own. 

But Sita, wasted by grief, answered firmly and scetealye 
placing a straw between him and her and addressing it (as. 
it were) instead of him direct, so disgusted was she with his. 
insolent words. 

“O. Rakshasa, let me repeat that J am the lawful wife 
af the noble Rama, famed over all the worlds, the son of. 
Dasaratha of great renown. He is even as God unto me.. 
Goward, for all your boasting, you had not the courage to: 
lay your hands on me in his presence ; or you would have 
shared the fate of your brother Khara. Before Rama your 
fierce horde of demons of whose might you are so proud 
would be powerless like serpents. whose venom is of no avail 
before the king of birds. And the arrows that speed from. 
Rama’s bow will tear you to pieces even as the rushing cur- 
rent of Ganga rends its banks. You stand, indeed,.in the 
sorry position of an animal tied to the sacrificial post ready to: 
be slaughtered. Methinks when their end approaches folly 
takes hold of all beings. Wretch, for the wrong done to me 
dire punishment is now surely nearing you and your tribe. 
You shall not touch me, wife ever true to Rama, any more: 
than an outcaste can touch the sacrificial altar sanctified by 
the prayers of holy men. Would a swan sporting with her 
consort in the waters amidst lotus care to look even for a 
moment at a water fowl resting on the reeds therein ? Foul 
fiend, you may put me in chains or cut me into pieces and 
eat me ; I cate not. But never shall dishonour sully my name.” 

Hearing these words of bitter scorn Ravana flew into a 
rage; the hair on his’ body stood on end and he made this 
fierce reply : 
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“Well, woman, hear me. If within twelve months from 
~ now you do not look favourably on me, my cooks will make 
mince-meat of you and serve your fiesh for my breakfast.” 
' Then turning to the Rakshasi guards he thundered: “Ye 
Rakshasis, break this woman’s overweening pride.” And they 
surrounded Sita at once. | 

Stamping his feet on the ground Ravana ordered : 

“Take her away to the Asoka gardens; shut her up 
there and guard her well. With threats and allurements make 
her give in, as you would tame the wild elephant of the 
jungle.” | 

Thus she soon found herself at the mercy of these Rak- 
shasis and was like a lone deer in the midst of tigresses. 
Full of fear and sorrow, she lay half-fainting in those gardens 
thinking of her god-like and beloved husband Rama. — 


15. RAMA RETURNS AFTER KILLING MARICHA 


After slaying Maricha, Rama was quickly wending his 
way homewards anxious to see Sita when he heard the shrill 
ety of a jackal behind him. “A bad omen of some impending 
misfortune,’ he’ said to himself. “Oh, could the Rgkshasas 
have devoured Sita ? I wonder if anything is amiss with Sita 
and Lakshmana whom I have left behind ; for the Rakshasas 
of this forest have become my bitter enemies and must be 
in league to kill Sita.” | 

As he was hastening towards his cottage with such 
thoughts, he noticed beasts and birds shrieking and moving 
spiritless round him in the wrong direction (from left to 
right). With renewed fear he proceeded and was alarmed at 
meeting Lakshmana from whose face all light seemed to have 
fled. 

He took Lakshmana’s left hand and reproved him gently, 
but firmly : 
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“O Lakshmana, what! you have come here leaving Sita 
alone. It is wrong of you to do so. Oh, may no harm come 
to her! But seeing all these ill-omens my heart misgives me. 
I dread to think that she is either stolen or is being carried 
away or may be dead. 

Lakshmana, where is my dear Sita of dainty waist who 
followed me, shorn of kingdom and humbled as I was, so 
lovingly to these wilds, and ever my helpmate in woe? O 
hero, where is she, like unto a celestial maid, the breath of 
my life, without whom I cannot live even for a moment ? 
Without her I care not for the lordship of this world or of 
the heavens. Would not my vow to remain in exile for four- 
teen years prove false if I were to die before that period 
expires ? And let not Kaikeyi gloat over the fruition of her 
desires following my death, as die I certainly will if: Sita is 
lost to me. And, with her son gone, the virtuous Kausalya 
may have meekly to serve Kaikeyi who would be waxing 
proud with her son firmly seated on the throne. 

O Lakshmana, tell me if Sita is alive or has fallen a 
prey to the Rakshasas when you were not carefully on the 
watch. And, alas, you have now given them a chance to 
wreak vengeance on us by leaving her alone for which I 
must blame you.” 

Speaking thus, tired and hungry, Rama hurried back to 
the cottage,.reproving his brother who found it difficult to 
say anything. 


16. RAMA’S LAMENT 


Arriving at the cottage he found it empty. 

“O Lakshmana,” he said, “I left Sita trusting you to 
take care of her, and yet why did you come away leaving her 
alone ? When I saw you coming to meet me I surmised 
immediately that something serious must have happened and 
my heart sank. Oh, my worst fears are now confirmed.” 
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Lakshmana, weighed down by grief, then narrated the 
circumstances in which he had to leave Sita. 

But Rama, beside himself with anguish, still reproach- 
ed Lakshmana, saying : 

“Lakshmana, you know full well that I could hold my 
own against these Rakshasas. I am therefore not pleased that 
you should have come away leaving Sita helpless because of 
the words uttered by her in a fit of anger. O brother, it is 
unworthy of you, and I am grieved, indeed, that you should 
have allowed yourself to be PHS by her provocative words 
and ignored my instructions.” 

‘Distraught by anxiety and pain Rama rushed about 
looking for Sita everywhere in the cottage and its precincts, 
but there was no sign of her. Without her the cottage looked 
like a neglected pond in winter with the glory of lotus all 
gone. The trees appeared as if they were moaning ;. faded 
were the flowers; and the birds lifeless. The very deities 
of the forest seemed to have fled. The deer-skin which used 
to be spread for visiting Rzshis to sit and the sacred grass were 
all lying scattered in confusion. At the sight of all this 
Rama broke down in grief and went on lamenting 
piteously : 

“My darling, has she been stolen or is she dead or 
devoured by the Rakshasas? Is she hiding in fear or has 
she gone out to gather fruits and flowers or to the riverside 
to fetch water?” So he went about bewildered, searching 
for her; but in vain. He ran wildly from hill to hill, from 
tree to tree, from stream to stream and was plunged in an 
ocean of sorrow’s mire. He frantically appealed to the trees 
and animals of the forest. 

“O Kadamba tree, did you see my darling who was 
fond 6f your blossom. If so, do tell me where that sweet- 
faced Sita is. O Asoka, gtiefless tree, show me my beloved ; 
and by so relieving me of my woe be true to your name. 
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O Cassia, bright with lovely sitet if you have seen my 
ever-tighteous dearest, pray tell me.’ 

Thus like one out of his wits he addressed ay, ‘a tree 
——Mango, Sal and Jasmine. 

Continuing, he cried : 

“O deer, have you seen Sita, with eyes Pyuaiteyy like 
those of a fawn? She must be sporting somewhere with 
other fawns. And O best of elephants, you must be knowing 
about Sita. Tell me where she is.” 

He fancied he saw Sita and he cried : | 

“Ah, there she is. And now that I have found you, dar- 

ling, why need you run any more? Why are you hiding 
behind the tree and why don’t you speak ? Stop, stop, have 
you no pity for me? Never in the habit of making fun of 
others, why are you teasing me now ? If you love me, stop 
and do not fly away. 
Oh, it is not Sita. The Rakshasas must have surely made 
a meal of her; else she would not have been deaf to her 
sorrowing husband’s call. O darling, O Sita, where have you 
gone? Woe is me!” | 

‘Returning to his cottage which looked deserted with 
everything lying in confusion he cried bitterly throwing up 
his arms : 

“Lakshmana, where has Vaidehi gone? I cannot Lye 
without her. Thus, sorrowing when I go to the other world 
“my sire is bound to see me and he would say in disgust : ‘O 
‘Rama, breaking your pledge, why have you come here before 
‘the expiry of the period for which you were banished. You 
‘are wilful, ignoble and a speaker of untruth. Fie on 
you!” | | 

‘Lakshmana tried to console him and said: “O mighty- 
armed Rama, do not despair. Sita was always fond of roving 
in the forest amidst trees and sporting near lakes covered with 
flowers. Or she must have gone to the river to bathe and 
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may even be hiding just to surprise us. We shall therefore 
search tor her carefully. Do not give way to grief.” 

Accordingly, they both set out to make a thorough search 
in the woods—in hill and dale, by rivers and lakes, but with- 
out success. Overwhelmed by grief at not finding her and 
longing for her, the lotus-eyed Rama began to lament once 
again in a voice. quivering with pain : 

“O Lakshmana, look at yon herd of deer. Their eyes, 
brimming with tears, seem to say that Sita has fallen a prey 
to the demons. O noblest and fairest of women, soul of 
honour, O Sita, et have you gone? Kaikeyi will now. be 
having -her heart’s desire fulfilled. I came to these woods 
accompanied by Sita, and how can I return to Ayodhya with- 
out her? Would not the world say that I was heartless and 
a weakling who could not protect his own wife. When I 
get back home after my exile and King Janaka, Sita’s father, 
comes to greet me, how can I look him in the face ! 2 No, 
never shall I go back to Ayodhya, Without darling Sita even 
heaven would be but an empty place for me. O Lakshmana, 
leave me in these woods and do. you go back and tell Bharata : 
“Rama wishes.-you to take over the kingdom.”. Give my 
respectful. compliments to mothers Kaikeyi, Sumitra and 
_ Kausalya. Take good care of my mother Kausalya, and tell 
her fully the disaster that has overtaken me and Sita. 

O Lakshmana, methinks there is no other sinner on 
earth like me. My heart is torn by a series of misfortunes. 
I must have done many an evil deed in my past life and I 
am reaping the fruit now. There is the loss of kingdom, the 
separation from friends, the death of my sire and the anguish 
of leaving my mother—woe after woe. When I think of 
them my heart bursts with sorrow. After I came to the forest 
the pangs of all that misery were lying smothered, and now 
with this loss of my beloved they have flared up as the dying 
fire does when, fed with fuel. 


200 ~ ARANYA-KANDA 


O god of light, who is seized of all that we do, good 
or bad; who witnesses every deed done, right or wrong ; 
where has my beloved gone? Has she been borne away ? 
‘Tell me who asks you, oppressed by grief. And O Wind-god, 
there is nothing in all the worlds of which you are not aware. 
Therefore, pray, tell me, “Has Sita, high-born, been stolen or 
is she dead or is she wandering anywhere ?” 


17. THE SEARCH FOR SITA 


To Rama grieving thus the brave and wise Lakshmana 
spoke the following words suited to the occasion : 

- “O noble brother, be not downcast; take heart and 
make a further vigorous effort to look for Sita. There is 
nothing in this world that a man with a will cannot accom- 
plish.” 

But Rama remained spiritlens and was sunk in grief. 
And he said : 

“Lakshmana, see those deer there. They are looking 
at me intently, again and again; and it appears from their 
expression that these dumb creatures wish to say something.” 

Looking at them with eyes blurred with tears, Rama 
asked them in a faltering voice: “Where is Sita ?” 

The animals at once turned towards south and raising 
their eyes to the sky ran in the direction taken by Ravana in 
carrying away Sita, glancing back at Rama again and again. 

And shrewd Lakshmana who had observed their mean- 
ingful looks and movements, remarked : 

“Rama, seeing that, as if in reply to your enquiry, these 
deer rose at once and made for the southerly direction it seems 
worthwhile our going the way indicated by them. Come, 
‘brother, let us go. We may get some clues about Sita and 
perhaps even find her.” 

Accordingly the brothers obneitiéd their quest of Sita. 
They soon found some flowers lying in their path at the 
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sight of which Rama’s sorrow welied up again. “O Laksh- 
mana,’ he said, “these I know are the very flowers I gave 
to Sita with which she decked her hair. It seems as if the 
Sun, Wind ad the good Earth have preserved them in order 
to cheer me.” 

A little further they noticed big footprints, tasty those 
of a Rakshasa, and also those of Sita as she ran here and 
there in fright when pursued. They. found too a magnificent 
chariot lying smashed to pieces, a coat of armour adorned 
with. gems and a broken bow. Horrible-looking mules lay 
dead along with the charioteer. Rama was wondering to 
whom all those belonged. 

‘Lakshmana,” he said, “see those broken bits of Sita’s 
gold ornaments lying scattered there. Her garlands too lie 
there torn. Look, all around the ground is full of drops of 
blood... Oh, my darling has surely been cut into pieces and 
eaten up by the demons. Two Rakshasas must haye fought 
a terrible battle over her. O brother, my resolve to wipe out 
these ruthless Rakshasas has now increased a hundred-fold.’’ 


18. RAMA’S ANGER | 


“Oh, what a shame !’’ cried Rama, “even her virtues 
did not save her from this fate. Lakshmana, I challenge any 
one-in this world to injure me with impunity. Orie may be 
ever so mighty, able even to create this world, he will yet be 
despised by all if he is too mild and compassionate. The 
gods seem to mistake me for a contemptible weakling, be- 
cause I am kind-hearted and care for the good of all. But, 
Lakshmana, you will see me today leaving all those virtues 
behind, and I shall show to the world the splendour of my 
prowess, shining like the rising sun radiant in all his glory 
and putting the moon’s soft rays in the shade. Never, never 
more shall there be any joy for the celestials, spirits, demons 
and men. The sky will be filled with my missiles and arrows 
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making life impossible in the three worlds. | The stars in 
heaven shall move no more; the sun and moon shall lose 
their lustre ; the fire shall be quenched ; and the: wind ‘clip- 
ped. I shall smash the mountain crests; dry up lakes and 
rivers. The ocean shall disappear; and trees, creepers and 
bushes shall all be destroyed. Lakshmana, unless the: gods 
restore my darling Sita today, safe and sound, ceil shall see 
what my prowess can do.” a 

Thus spoke Rama—terrible words these. His eyes grew 
ted with wrath; his lips trembled. He drew his dress of 
bark and deer-skin tight round him and firmly tied: up his 
matted hair. He then grasped his bow and fixed therein a 
deadly blazing arrow. And with mounting anger like the 
fire that ends the world, he said : 

“As surely as no one can defy age, death, time and fate, | 
so too, inflamed with wrath as I am, I cannot be withstood 
by any one in any manner. And, mark my words, Laksh- 
mana, unless the faultless Sita is restored to me, as She was 
before she was torn from me, I shall without doubt: destroy 
the entire world.” 


19. LAKSHMANA’S APPEAL | 


Thus stood Rama, drawing deep breath again and again, 
eyeing his raised bow ready for consuming all the worlds. 
Lakshmana was pained to see his brother in such passion, 
quite unlike himself. With a faded look he humbly spoke 
with folded hands : 

“O Rama, ever soft-hearted, self-controlled aan sera 
to the good of all, it behoves you not to give way. to anger, 
discarding your noble nature. The moon with its soft lustre, 
the sun with its radiance, the wind with its motion and the 
earth with its remarkable forbearance—each has a quality of 
its own. Even so you are known for the unexcelled nobility 
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of your, nature.. Would it be fair for you to chastise the entire 
universe for the sin of a single person? For it appears to 
me from the ruined equipage here that this outrage is the 
work of a single individual and not two persons or more. 
It is the mark of a good king to mete out appropriate punish- 
ments to offenders while continuing to be tender-hearted and 
peaceful ; and you, Rama, have ever been the hope and 
refuge of all. 


Who would not condemn this crime ? Surely, the rivers, 
the ocean, the hills, the gods, the Gandharvas and the Dana- 
vas do not wish you ill. O prince, it behoves you, therefcre, 
with bow in your hand and supported by me and the great 
sages, to trace the villain who has stolen Sita. We shall 
seek for her everywhere—the ocean, the rivers, the mountains 
and the caves. And even to the world of gods we shall go 
peacefully in search of her and shall not rest content until 
we find the wretch who stole her. But if the gods still do 
not restore your wife, you can then consider the further action 
to be’ taken. O lord of men, if your rectitude, peaceful 
approach, modesty and wisdom do not yet bring Sita back 
to you, free would you be then to shower your fierce gold- 
winged’ shafts, like unto Indra’s thunderbolt, and have your 
vengeance.” | 7 

With these words Lakshmana tried for a while to con- 
sole Rama whose mind, torn by grief, was all in confusion. 
Then holding Rama’s feet reverently he continued appealing 
to his good sense : 


“O Rama, you were born to our sire Dasaratha as a gift 
from the gods, after severe penance and sacrifices made by 
him, and are blessed with virtues which won his heart. If 
you cannot bear this grief, how can the common folk, weak 
and worldly, be expected to meet the mishaps that occur in 
life ? 
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And in this world no one is altogether free from grief. 
Yayati, the son of Nahusha, attained heavenly bliss for his 
good deeds on earth; and yet could not escape misfortune 
as he was hurled down from heaven for a minor lapse. Did 
not our own family priest, the great sage Vasishta, lose his 
hundred children all at once ? This firm Earth herself, the 
mother of all and whom we revere, often feels disturbed and 
trembles. And the sun and moon, the eyes of the world, 
have they not oft lost their lustre, being eclipsed. Indeed, no 
being. however mighty, and not even the gods, can escape 
what is ordained by Fate. O hero, it is therefore not meet 
that, like vulgar folk, you should moan for Sita, lost or dead. 
And, O best of men, reflect over the matter calmly and 
wisely. High-souled men are able through wisdom’s eyes to 
see properly the significance of the good and bad. Past deeds, 
good and bad but hardly known to us, there must be from 
which arise later the results that we see. 

O Rama, you have yourself in the past counselled me 
oft on these lines. To such a soul who can teach anything 
more—not even Brahaspati, the preceptor of the gods. [ am 
only reminding you of it, lest your mind clouded by sorrow 
overlooks it. O best of Ikshvaku’s house, now bend all your 
energy and prowess, well known to gods and men, for smit- 
ing your enemies. What does it profit you if you destroy — 
the whole world indiscriminately ? Strive and find your foe, 
the wretch who has wronged you, and utterly destroy him.” 


20. RAMA MEETS THE DYING JATAYU 


Though it came from one younger than himself, Rama 
listened attentively to Lakshmana’s wise counsel and calmed 
down. The brothers decided to comb the whole forest in 
search of Sita. As they proceeded, Rama saw that best of 
birds, Jatayu, huge as a mountain peak, lying on the ground 


\ 


\ of a vulture, resting after making a hearty meal of Sita, Rama 
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soaked with blood. Mistaking it for a Rakshasa, in the guise 


rushed towards it in fury saying: “I shall kill the wretch 
with these sharp unerring arrows.” But the dying bird with 
its mouth full of froth and spitting blood said feebly : 

“O Rama, she whom you are seeking was being borne 
away by mighty Ravana. I tried to stop him and fought him. 


J hurled him down to the earth with his chariot. See, there 


lies his war chariot smashed, his bow broken, his coat of mail 
ripped from his body and his charioteer beaten to death by 
my wings. But when my strength began to fail due to age 
Ravana hacked my wings with his sword and flew in the 
air carrying Sita away. O Rama, smite me not who has suf- 
fered much already at the hands of the Rakshasa.” 

Hearing this account of Jatayu, Rama’s sorrow was 
doubled. Tears rolled down his cheeks. He threw aside his 
bow; clasped Jatayu to his bosom; and overcome with 
grief he sank to the ground. Full of anguish he said to : 
Lakshmana : 

“Oh, these miseries of mine—surrender of sovereignty, 
life in the woods, loss of Sita and, on top of it, the death 
of this noble bird—they are enough to consume fire itself. 
And so cursed I seem to be that were I to dip into the ocean 
for cooling my body and mind burning with sorrow the very 
waters would dry up. O brother, there is not in the world 
any one more unfortunate than I. And, alas, this aged king 
of vultures, the friend of my sire, lies smitten on the ground, 


a victim of my misfortune.” 


Anxious to know more about Sita and her fate Rama 
turned to the dying Jatayu and asked : . 

“Jatayu, if you are able to speak, pray tell me all you 
can about Sita and your mortal combat. Why did Ravana 
steal Sita? What have I done to offend him ? How looked 
her sweet moon-like face at the time and what did she say ? 
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What is the measure of Ravana’s might and what does he 
look like ? What does he do. and where does he live ?” 


And Jatayu who was sinking looked at the grief-stricken 
Rama and murmured feebly in reply : 


“Rama, the wicked Ravana, chief of the Rakshasas, rais- 
ing wind and dark clouds with his magical powers, carried 
away Sita in the sky and went in a southerly direction. Oh, 
I am in the throes of death. O Raghava, my sight is getting 
dim and unsteady. I see before me trees of gold decked with 
hair of grass. Ravana does not know that the hour when 
he stole Sita is such that the stolen property is bound to return 
quickly to its owner. He will soon meet his end like a fish 
catching the bait. Do not therefore be down-hearted on her 
account. You will soon slay that Rekshasa in battle and be 
happy with Sita again.” 

Having said these words the noble bird breathed its last. 
At the sight of the mountain-like Tatayu lying dead Rama_ 
was full of sorrow and he said to Lakshmana : 


“There lies the king of vultures who, for my sake, fought 
Ravana in order to free Sita and sacrificed his life giving up 
all his great heritage. Lakshmana, we often find righteous 
souls, heroes and refuge of the weak among the lower order 
of creation too. Oh, even the loss of Sita does not distress 
me so much as the death which this noble bird met on my 
account. This lord of birds deserves as much reverence from 
me as our own honoured sire. Go Lakshmana, and fetch some 
wood so that I may make a funeral pyre for it and consign 
it to flames.” 

And “O mighty lord of vultures,” he said, “with all the 
funeral rites duly done by me, may that heaven be yours to 
which go all those who have performed great sacrifices, and 
those who live away from the busy world renouncing all 
and those who make gifts of land.” 
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So saying, and with his heart bursting with sorrow as 
af a near and dear relation had been lost, Rama laid the 
| vulture on the pyre. 

And after performing all the funeral rites the brothers 
resumed their search of Sita. 

In the course of their wanderings in search of Sita, Rama 
met a terrible Rakshasa by the name of Kabandha who was 
under a curse. The Rakshasa caught hold of the brothers with 
his long powerful arms, and when they cut off his arms with 
their sword the curse was lifted. He told Rama that he would 
find in Sugriva, a monkey chief who was hiding in a nearby 
mountain cave to escape the wrath of his brother Vali who 
had banished him from the kingdom, an ally who would help 
him to trace and recover Sita. 
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KISHKINDHA-KANDA 
1. RAMA AT PAMPA LAKE 


As directed by Kabandha, Rama accompanied by his 
brother reached the lovely Pampa lake. At the sight of the 
lake with its glory of lotus and. other flowers, Rama’s mind 
was agitated with thoughts of love, and he spoke with a heavy 
heart : | | | 

“Lakshmana, surrounded by a variety of trees, how 
charming this lake looks with lotus in full bloom and its 
waters clear as crystal. See how the forest all round is full 
of towering trees like mountain peaks. Separated from my 
darling, spring time which has now come adds to the misery 
1 am suffering already over the loss of Sita. Yet, so pleasing 
to the eye is this beautiful Pampa lake. 

Lakshmana, this cool and pleasant love-kindling breeze 
seems to be sporting with the flowers which, blown by it, 
have fallen on the ground, or are falling or still clinging to 
the branches. And, whistling through the mountain caves, 
the soft breeze seems to be directing the trees on which it 
blows, to dance to the warbling of the Kokila bird. 

O brother, hear the joyful cry of .these water-fowl of 
the forest brook. It gives me a pang of sorrow. In those 
happy days when dear Sita was in the hermitage with us, 
she used to be delighted to hear their notes and would often 
call me to her side to listen and share her joy. 

And look at that.pea-hen, fired by love, keeping step 
with its mate which is dancing. See how that peacock danc- 
ing with its wings spread wide, is rushing after its mate, 
mocking me as it were. Well may it do so, for its beloved 
has not been stolen like mine. 

If it is also spring time now where my darling may 
be she would surely be suffering from tender thoughts like 
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me, and would be missing me so much that she might die, 
for she loves me dearly. | 

Oh, this soft.and cool breeze laden with scent which 
I used to enjoy so much when Sita was by my side is now, 
bereft of her, burning’ me like fire. 

Ah, see that bird; once before, about the time Sita was 
lost, a bird like it flew away in the sky with a shrill cry 
presaging separation. And this one seems now to be crow- 
ing happily perched on that tree. I fondly hope that it is 
a harbinger of good and that Sita may yet be mine. 

And Lakshmana, the things which used to fill me with 
delight when Sita was with me now give me joy no 
more. | 

These petals of the opening buds of lotus there, how 
they remind me of Sita’s lovely eye-lids; and this breeze 
coming softly through the trees wafting lotus perfume plays 
on me pleasantly like her sweet breath. And what a sich 
and comfortable bed the blossoms, that the trees have so 

‘profusely shed, make. 
| Indeed, so charming is this lake with its flowering trees 
varound that, O Lakshmana, if only Sita were here I should 
gladly live here for ever and not care either for the lordship 
of heaven or of Ayodhya. 

Ah, listen to the joyous music of the birds which grace 
Pampa’s shore. They fill me with a longing for my lovely 
otus-eyed spouse, charming as the moon. Look at the hart 
and hind sporting merrily on the mountain slopes; but un- 
happy me without my fawn-eyed Sita. How blest would ! 
‘be could I but see my darling here! 

Lakshmana, where could my beloved Sita be who, 
treading the path of virtue, followed me willingly to share 
my exile ? Oh, when shall I hear her speaking again, sweetly 
‘smiling, words ever pleasant and full of understanding ? 
‘Though forest life was hard she was ever uncomplaining and 


SUGRIVA ALARMED ets 
\ would hide her grief in order to cheer me with her love 
and pleasant speech. | 
O brother, I cannot live without Sita. Leave me here 
and do you go back to Ayodhya.” 

And to Rama who was thus lamenting like one forlorn, 
Lakshmana spoke these wise and heartening words : 

“O best of men, do not give way to grief. Great souls 
like you should not allow their mind to be darkened like 
this. Too much attachment to things worldly brings anguish 
in its wake. A wick burns because of its close association 
with oil. The closer the association, the greater is the pain. 
Let not, therefore, excessive attachment for those dear to you 
take possession of you. 

O Rama, take heart and shake off this fit of feebleness. 
Forlorn causes cannot be fetrieved without vigorous efforts 
on one’s part; and, aye, in such matters nothing is more 
effective than courage and resolve. To such a resolute person 
nothing is impossible and he comes not to grief. If, there- 
fore, we set about, firm of purpose, we shall surely regain 
Sita. O brother, arise; check this sorrow of yours and let 
not love make a slave of you. Be your usual self again, high- 
souled and self-controlled.” 

Heartened by Lakshmana’s words Rama left the lovely 
shores of Pampa lake and they baldly pressed onward in 
search of Sita. : | 


2. “SUGRIVA ALARMED 


Mighty Sugriva, the monkey chief, was surprised and 
alarmed when he saw the two remarkable brothers who were 
roving within the precincts of the Rishyamukha mountain 
where he was hiding. The monkeys attending on him too 
were so frightened that they quickly ran away into the sacred 
hermitage of Matunga where they felt safe. 
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_ As his eyes followed the two high-souled brothers, arm- 
ed with splendid weapons, Sugriva was filled with fear. He 
looked all round, up and down, and became restless. He 
weighed the merits and defects of every possible course, but 
SO oppressed was he by fear that he did not know what to 
do. Addressing his counsellors he said: “I am sure these 
men in the guise of hermits dressed in bark are the spies 
whom my brother Vali has sent to this stronghold to do 
me harm.” 

They decided, therefore, to move to a loftier peak. And 
great was the confusion as the monkeys sped in terror from 
hill to hill, leaping from tree to tree, tearing branches laden 
with flowers and frightening the beasts, deer, cat and tiger 
as they went. When they reassembled, the counsellors of 
Sugriva gathered round their chief and stood before him 
with folded hands. 

Then Hanuman, Sugriva’s trusted adviser, skilled in 
speech, spake to his chief who was scared by the thought 
that the presence of these strangers was some sinister move 
by Vali : : | 
“OQ chief of monkeys, dismiss this terrible fear of Vali, 
all of you. Here, in this blessed«mountain, Vali’s arm can- 
not reach us. I do not see Vali anywhere, and I do not know 
why you ate frightened. O Sugriva, I am distressed to see 
you displaying fickleness and lack of discrimination natural 
to monkeys in general. It behoves you to exercise your in- 
telligence and knowledge, and regulate your conduct, obsetv- 
ing carefully each hint and sign that may throw light.” 

Sugriva listened with attention to Hanuman’s speech 
and with true discernment he said: 

“Who would not be frightened at the sight of these 
men, with long arms and large eyes, equipped with bow, 
sword aad arrows and like unto celestials? I suspect them 
to be the secret agents of Vali. Kings have friends of every 
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sort ;. and in such matters I would put no trust in princes. 
And, mind you, Vali is a master of the art of government, 
far-sighted and watchful. Kings, as you must know, obtain 
information and smite their foes through men in. disguise. 

Now, Hanuman, I ask you therefore to go disguised and 
meet these visitors. Observe carefully their looks; watch 
their reaction and note their speech. If they seem to be 
friendly inclined, praise them; show them every courtesy ; 
and’ thus winning their confidence ascertain discreetly. what 
they are doing here. You should be able to judge from their 
speech whether they are friends or foes.” 


3. HANUMAN MEETS RAMA AND LAKSHMANA 


Accordingly Hanuman took leave of his chief and, dis- 
guised carefully as a mendicant, went to meet Rama and 
Lakshmana.. Approaching them he humbly laid:. himself 
prostrate at their feet and addressed them gently and sweetly : 

“O sires, regal, saintly and god-like to the sight, ye 
who are so handsome and seem to practise penance and keep 
strict vows, how came ye into this forest and to the shores 
of Pampa? The pellucid waters of Pampa glow with your 
' radiance. Clad in bark, glistening like gold, majestic like a 
lion and excelling it in strength and valour, with the gait of 
a bull and arms like the trunk of an elephant, holding bows 
vying with Indra’s bow, ye heroes at the sight of whom beasts 
and birds have fled from fear, ye best of men, who may 
you be? This towering hill of Rishyamukha is lit up with 
your radiance. Ye are fit to be kings and are resplendent 
as gods. -How comes it that you are in this forest dressed 
as hermits ? Beautiful and looking alike, you two, like Sun 
and: Moon, might be gods come from the skies to visit this 
orb. Ye heroes, you are, I ween, fit to be the lords of this 
wide earth from the Meru to the Vindhya mountains with 
all its forests and seas. 
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But, O heroes, why are you silent and why are you not 
answering me? You would probably wish to know who I 
am and I shall tell you. There is a high-souled famous mon- 
key chief by the name of Sugriva who is roaming over the 
world, having been driven out of the kingdom by his elder 
brother Vali. I am a monkey called Hanuman, son of the 
Wind-god, and am his counsellor. Sugriva has sent me to 
meet you as he wishes to make friends with you. I can take 
any form at will; and to further his cause and please him 
I am now appearing in the guise of a mendicant before 
you.” 

So saying, Hanuman stood silent for a while. Rama 
was immensely pleased with Hanuman’s speech and turning 
to Lakshmana he said (aside): — 

“We are fortunate indeed that this counsellor of the 
high-souled Sugriva’ should have come to meet us when we 
have ourselves been seeking that great monkey chief. No 
one who is not versed in the holy texts could speak so well 
as he has done. His accent, grammar and manners are per- 
fect. Neither in his face, his eyes, forehead, brows nor limbs 
could I see any signs of guile. The king who has envoys of - 
such rare gifts to serve him and speak for him is indeed 
assured of success. Brother, answer this noble monkey, there- 
fore, in sweet and friendly language.” 

Then Lakshmana, skilled in speech, said : 

“O learned one, we have already. heard of the many 
good qualities of the noble Sugriva; and we were in fact 
ourselves coming to meet that lord of monkeys. So we should 
be happy to comply with what you say are his wishes.” 

Hanuman was delighted to hear these words. His 
thoughts flew at once towards his master and the said to him- 
self: “Since Rama seems also to be interested in my lord, 
Sugriva’s téstoration to his kingdom may now be regarded 
as certain.” 
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And he asked Rama again: “But, pray, tell me what 
has brought you and your brother to this dense forest infested 
with wild beasts and reptiles.” 

_ Knowing Rama’s mind Lakshmana told him who they 
were, the story of their exile, the loss of Sita and how, at 
the suggestion of Kabandha, they came to Pampa to meet 
Sugriva and secure his help in tracing and recovering Sita. 
Concluding his story, Lakshmana said : 


“O Hanuman, best of monkeys, I have now told you 
all that you wanted to know about us. And this Rama having 
won great glory by renouncing his kingdom and all, this 
lord of the earth has come to Sugriva invoking his aid. The 
son of a king who ever loved truth and gave shelter to the 
weak, he is now himself seeking refuge with Sugriva. He 
who is the protector of the whole world, this virtuous soul 
and my guide, this noble prince whose favour was sought of 
old by all has come as a suppliant to Sugriva. And may the 
lord of monkeys be gracious to him who is in dire 
distress.” 3 

And to Lakshmana who was piteously speaking thus 
with tears brimming over his eyes Hanuman said : 


“The lord of monkeys would himself have sought great 
souls like you, so wise and self-controlled. It is his great 
good fortune that chance has brought you here and you 
may be sure of being warmly received by him. Hated and 
chased out of his kingdom by his elder brother Vali who 
has also stolen his wife, Sugriva is now living in this forest. 
I have no doubt that he and his host of monkeys will give 
you every help in searching for Sita.” 


Hanuman then discarded his disguise; and assuming 
his true form of a giant monkey, and happy at the success 
of his mission, he carried Rama and Lakshmana on his back 
to Rishyasringa hill to meet Sugriva. 
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4. THE PACT WITH SUGRIVA 


When Hanuman reported to him all that he had 
gathered about Rama and Lakshmana, Sugriva was delighted 
and was relieved of the terrible fear which Rama’s presence 
in the forest had caused him. Then assuming the pleasant 
appeatance of a man he greeted Rama and said: 


“O prince, Hanuman has apprised me fully of your 
might, your devotion to duty, your love for all creatures and 
your)’ many other virtues. It is therefore indeed an honour 
and .a great gain to me that you should condescend to wish 
to make friends with me, a mere monkey. Here is my hand 
for you to grasp, and let us confirm our eternal 
friendship.” | 

Rama’s heart was filled with joy and he readily grasped 
Sugriva’s extended hand and drew him to his bosom. And 
they pledged their frendship by going, hand in hand, round 
the fire which Hanuman had ceremoniously prepared. So 
happy: wete they that each went on looking at the other 
long and lovingly as if they would never be satisfied. And 
Sugriva said : 

“You are now my dear friend and we share each other’s 
joys and woes. O Rama, I have had to take refuge in this 
fastness from fear of my brother Vali who has deceived me 
and has also appropriated my wife. And O virtuous soul, 
I look to you for help and to do your best and save me 
from this dreaded Vali.” 

Rama answered smiling : 

“I am aware that service is the essence of friendship. 
[ shall kill this Vali who has torn your wife from you. With 
these keen shafts, like unto enraged venomous snakes and 
blazing like the sun, which I shall shower on him you will 
see me laying the wicked Vali low smashed like a moun- 
tain.” 
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While Rama and Sugriva were thus entering into a 
pact of friendship, the lotus-like left eye of Sita, in far-away 
Lanka, was throbbing indicative of good. At about the 
same time the left eyes of Vali and Ravana were also qui- 
vering boding them evil. 

- Happy with the assurance given by Rama, Sugriva 
spake again : 

“O Raghava, Hanuman, my friend and best counsellor, 
has told me how your wife, the daughter of Janaka, was 
stolen by the Rakshasa. But grieve not; you will soon be 
relieved of this. distress. I shall have her restored to you 
even as the holy scriptures that were lost were recovered in 
ancient times. I shall bring her to you wherever she may be 
theld—in the heavens above or in the-world below. Have no 
doubt about it. 

O strong-armed Rama, some time ago when I and my 
four counsellors were sitting on the mountain top I saw a 
‘Rakshasa flying over our head holding in his lap a woman 
who was lovely as a serpent princess and was crying, ‘O 
Rama, O Lakshmana’. I now guess she must be your wife. 
She dropped over us some jewels tied in her scarf. I have 
kept them carefully and shall show them to you. You 
would be able to say if they are those of your dear 
wife.” : 

As Rama held these ornaments and the robe lovingly 

in his hands, tears filled his eyes like the mist covering the 
‘moon. And sorrow at being separated from her came surg- 
ing on him, and he broke down crying, ‘O darling’. 
: Then turning to his brother he said: ‘“Lakshmana, 
look at these jewels and the cloth which Sita dropped on 
‘the ground when she was being borne away by the Rakshasa. 
They are just as they were before.” 

Lakshmana remarked: “I cannot say anything about 
the armlet or the earrings she might have been wearing. 
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But 1 recognise Sita’s ankles as I have been making 
obeisance regularly at her feet.” 

And Rama asked Sugriva : 

“Tell me where exactly my darling was seen by you 
when she was being carried away by the cruel Rekshasa. 
Where lives he who has caused me such great misery, and 
for whose crime I shall in rage wipe out the whole tribe 
ot Rakshasas ; and who has opened Death’s door wide for 
his own destruction ? Now tell me soon where that wretch, my 
toe, is and I shall despatch him to Yama’s mansion at once.” 

“O scourge of foes,” said Sugriva, “I know not where 
the wicked Rakshasa lives; nor the strength, valour and 
ancestry of that base-born fiend. I am telling you the truth. 
Burt grieve not; I shall employ every means to see that you 
regain Sita and I shall make you happy by killing Ravana 
and his legion of Ra&shasas. Do not therefore be downcast, 
but be your brave self. He who applies his mind and sum- 
mons courage does not yield to vain sorrow whether he be 
facing trouble, loss, fear or death itself. But he who, lack- 
ing wisdom, ever submits to grief will sink in sorrow like 
an overloaded ship. Forgive me, O great prince, it is not 
for me to teach one like you. I am only taking the liberty 
of a friend in speaking thus frankly to you.” 

Heartened by these words Rama was his usual self 
again, and embracing Sugriva he said to him: 

“O Sugriva, you have spoken like a true friend. Your 
wise words have restored my courage and I am myself 
again. Now, my friend, set earnestly about the task of 
searching for Sita; and I, for my part, am ready to do what 
you wish to be done for you. And my efforts are bound to 
succeed even as the seed sown on good soil during the rainy 
season is sure to bear fruit. These are not idle words. Never 
has Rama spoken anything but truth. I swear by that truth 
that I shall do what I-have promised you.” 
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Sugriva and his ministers were very pleased with the 
pledge given by Rama. 

And Sugriva spoke again : 

“Rama, the gods have indeed been very kind to me in 
providing me with a friend like you, gifted with such great 
virtues. My lord, with you to help me, I can conquer the 
very heavens—let alone regaining my kingdom. You are 
my refuge. This Vali has not only driven me out of the 
kingdom and stolen my wife but has also put most of my 
Supporters and good friends in prison. Hanuman and a few 
monkeys ate the only friends left to me. It is because of 
their loyalty that I am able to sustain my life, wretched 
though I am. They attend on me and protect me at all 
times, following me wherever I go.” 

Then Rama said : 

“Sugriva, now tell me frankly how this ill-will between 
you two arose so that I may assess the merits of the case 
.and decide on the course to be taken to secure your happi- 
ness. When I first heard of the humiliation and suffering 
you have had to endure, my anger rose at once like a river 
in floods and shook my heart. Believe me, ere you finish 
your story I shall be ready, with my bow raised, to speed 
the shaft which will destroy your foe.” 


5. SUGRIVA’S STORY OF THE QUARREL 
BETWEEN HIM AND YALI 


Sugriva then told Rama in detail the cause of the 
estrangement with his brother : 

“O Rama, during my sire’s life-time, my elder brother 
Vali was well disposed both to him and to me. And when 
he died, Vali being the eldest son succeeded to the ancestral 
throne with the approval of the ministers, and I remained 
with him serving him loyally at all times. 
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In those days there was a giant by the name of Mayavi 
between whom and Vali there was enmity over a woman. 
One night, Mayavi approached the city gates of Kishkindha 
and loudly challenged Vali to come out and fight him. Though 
dissuaded by the women of the royal household and by 
myself he rushed out in fury to kill him. From brotherly 
affection, I followed Vali. Seeing us, Mayavi was frightened 
and he fled. But we chased him till he reached a big crevice 
in the ground and entered it. Then my brother told me 
that he would go into the cave and kill his foe, and that I 
should mount guard and wait at the entrance till he returned. 
When I told him that I would also follow him into the 
cave he made me touch his feet with my hands and swear 
that I would not follow him into the cavern. 

Accordingly I watched at the mouth of the cave. A 
year passed and still my brother did not return; and I 
began to get anxious about him. After some time I was 
pained to see blood mixed with froth streaming out of the 
cave. I also heard the roar of demons and the plaintive voice 
of my brother. I presumed therefore that my brother had 
been slain by Mayavi and his Rakshasas. And to prevent 
them from coming out I blocked the mouth of the cavern 
with a boulder huge as a hill, and after offering oblations 
to my brother’s spirit I returned to the city. I was loth to 
break the news of the fate of Vali, but when my ministers 
pressed me I had ‘to tell them. Then they installed me as 
king, and I ruled over the kingdom justly for a while when 
suddenly Vali appeared after killing his foes. : 

Finding me installed as king he got into a sacks I tried 
to pacify him. I fell at his feet and said: 

7 ‘O brother, I kept watching at the. entrance of the 
cave for a year; but after that time, when I saw blood flow- 
ing out of the cave and you did not return, | was alarmed 
and I closed the entrance with a big rock as a protection 
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against the Rakshasas who, I believed, must have killed you, 
and I returned to the city. The people and the ministers 
then represented to me that a country cannot remain with- 
cut a monarch and they pressed me to be king, to which I 
agreed much against my will. Believe me, dear brother, I 
only ruled the state in your absence, regarding it as a trust 
in my hands for the time being. I now offer it back to you, 
the rightful king. O repressor of foes, be not wroth with 
me. See, here I lay my head at your feet begging you to 
forgive me if I have done anything wrong.’ 


i Though I thus appealed to him in all sincerity Veli 
was not appeased. He sternly rebuked me. ‘Fie on you, 
wretch, he said, and heaped abuse on me. Summoning the 
ministers and the citizens he spoke ill of me before them, 
and accusing me of being a traitor he mercilessly drove me 
out of the kingdom with nothing but the single cloth I 
wore. My wife too was torn from me. And I have ever 
since been wandering all over the earth for fear of him 
and have at last found shelter in this mountain | which, under 
a curse, he dare’ not approach. 


O Raghava, I have now given you a full account of 
the cause of strife between Vali and me. See how I am 
suffering for no fault of mine. Be gracious to me who is 
living in perpetual dread of Vali and rescue me.” 

Rama then spoke smiling : 

“Sugriva, be assured that these unfailing and sharp 
arrows, glistening like the sun, will soon be showered on 
the wicked Vali. The moment I see that wretch, who has 
robbed you of your dear wife, he is as good as dead. Sor- 
rowing as I am over the loss of my own darling Sita, I can 
well understand your grief. Take heart, my. friend; I shall 
help you to cross this ocean of sorrow and to secure for 
you all that you desire.” 
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6. RAMA’S FEATS TO SATISFY SUGRIVA 


Hearing these heartening words of Rama, Sugriva 
spoke respectfully : 

“Rama, I have no doubt that, when roused, you can 
with your keen shafts burn all the worlds as the sun does 
at the end of an age. But hear now of Vali’s prowess, might 
and valour and then decide how you should act.” 

Sugriva then gave an account of Vali’s fight witha 
giant called Dundubhi and how, after killing him, Vali lifted 
his body, huge as a mountain, and hurled it a full league 
away when it fell near the hermitage of sage Matanga who 
cursed him. 

Continuing Sugriva said : 

“Rama, see, here lies the skeleton of that Dundubhi 
like a mountain peak. Look at those seven Sa/ trees with 
many branches; and Vali could by one shake of the trees, 
one at a time, render them. leafless. Such is his unrivalled 
might and I wonder how you can overcome him.” 

And Lakshmana asked Sugriva smiling: “Sugriva, tell 
me what Rama should do to convince you that he, can slay 
Vali.” 

Sugriva answered = 

“Lakshmana, I have often seen Vali piercing these 
seven trees, one by one, with a single shaft. If Rama would 
also cleave them with a single arrow and hurl this skeleton 
with one foot to a distance of two hundred times a bow’s 
length, I should then be satisfied that Vali could be‘slain by 
him.” | : 

Lest Rama be displeased with what he had said, the 
shrewd Sugriva observed turning to him : 

“O dear friend, I am fortunate in securing you as my 
ally, and I have sought your protection which I know is firm 
as the Himalaya mountain itself. Having never seen your 
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might in battle and knowing full well my wicked brother's 
terrible might, and overcome by that fear, I am speaking 
thus. Believe me, I never meant to compare your valour 
with his, nor belittle you nor frighten you. O Raghava, your 
word is quite enough for me. Besides, your courage and 
form fully confirm the might and valour within, just as the 
smouldering ashes prove the fire that lies hidden below.” 


And Rama replied smiling : 
“O Vanara, if you have any doubts about my might I 
shall convince you what I can do in battle.” 


So saying, Rama playfully kicked with his toe the 
skeleton of the Rakshasa to a distance of ten leagues. 


But Sugriva naively remarked : : 

“O friend, when my brother Vali hurled that body he 
was quite tired after the fight with that Rakshasa and that 
body was also then full of flesh and blood. You are now 
kicking it away when you are quite fresh and the body is 
light, all its blood and flesh having dried up. So in this 
matter of the relative strength of Vali and yourself my 
doubt still remains. Now, therefore, be so good as to pierce 
one of these Sal trees with a single shaft and let the doubt 
be cleared. O prince, I am sure that the arrow from your | 
mighty bow which is like the trunk of an elephant will 
split the trees, but it will give me great pleasure to see it 
done. And I know that as the Sun is ever the brightest of 
all in radiance, as the Himalaya is the greatest of all moun- 
tains and as the lion is the lord of all quadrupeds so are 
you the greatest among men in might.” 


In. order to satisfy Sugriva, Rama grasped his terrible 
bow and twanged it, filling the air with its dreadful sound. 
He then sped a shaft, decked with wings of gold, which 
cleft all the seven Sa/ trees and pierced the earth from which 
it rose again and came back to the quiver. 
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Sugtiva was astonished at this marvellous feat, and full 
of joy he laid his head at the feet of Rama and said : 

“O best of men, who can withstand you in battle whose 
single arrow tears asunder seven Sa/ trees, the hill and the 
earth ? My grief has now ended and my heart overflows 
with joy. And now, Rama, I beg you to smite my brother 
Vali who is my foe.” 


7. SUGRIVA CHALLENGES VALI 


Rama clasped the grateful Sugriva to his bosom and 
Said : 

“Sugriva, now let us proceed to Kishkindha city. You 
go ahead and challenge Vali.” 

Accordingly Sugriva approached the gates of the city 
while the others remained hidden amidst trees in the woods 
nearby. And, in a voice that rent the sky, Sugriva shouted 
calling Vali to come out and fight him. Hearing this, Vali 
came out in great fury like the Sun springing from the 
mountains in which it had set. Then they attacked each 
other fiercely hitting with fists like thunderbolts. Like the 
twin Aswins they were, and so much alike that Rama was 
unable to distinguish one from the other and could not 
therefore let the shaft go which was to kill Vali. Mean- 
while, being battered by Vali’s blows and not seeing Rama 
coming to his rescue, Sugriva fled in dismay to the dense 
woods where Vali could not pursue him for fear of the 
Rishi’s curse. 

“Well, you have escaped from me this time; but be- 
ware,” roared Vali who then returned home. 

And Rama, along with Lakshmana and Hanuman, soon 
followed and met Sugriva who, hanging down his head in 
shame, addressed in an aggrieved tone: “Rama, you fooled 
me by exhibiting your might, and at your instance I chal-— 
lenged Vali to a fight. You saw me being overpowered by 
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him. Yet what did you do to save me? If you had only 
told me frankly in the beginning that you could not kill 
him, I would not have stirred from this place.” 

Sympathising with Sugriva, Rama said: “O dear 
Sugriva, be not angry. Hear why I refrained from shooting 
my arrow. In looks, dress, gait and size I found you and 
Vali were very much alike. Neither in splendour, voice, nor 
might could I see any difference between you two. Believe 
me, it was for this reason that I could not shoot my terrible 
shaft at Vali. If through mistake on my part you were hit 
instead of Vali, would not the world have considered me 
both foolish and childish ? And to kill one whom one has 
promised to befriend is regarded as a grievous crime. Besides, 
the purpose we both have in view would have seriously 
suffered. 

O Chief of Vanaras, Lakshmana, Sita and I depend on 
you, and you are our sole refuge in this forest. Do not 
therefore doubt my faith. Once again summon Vali to come 
out and fight you. And you will, within an hour see me 
killing him with a single shaft. But have some token on 
your body so that, when you are fighting, I may distinguish 
you from Vali. 

Now, Lakshmana, put that flowering creeper as a gar- 
land round Sugriva’s neck so that it may serve as a distinc- 
tive mark.” i 

Sugriva was quite satisfied with Rama’s assurance and set 
out again for Kishkindha accompanied by Rama, Laksh- 
mana, Hanuman and some of the leaders of the Vanara 
army. When they reached the city they hid themselves 
armed with their weapons, amidst the trees of the forest 
nearby, excepting Sugriva who went forward and shouted 
calling on Vali to come and meet him again in combat. So 
loud and terrible was his cry that the cattle fled frightened 
like good women flying from a lawless country to save their 
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honour. And the gentle deer ran in confusion like wounded 
horses stampeding in the battle-field, while the birds dropped 
to the ground like the stars, representing the good falling 
from heaven when their merit was exhausted. 


8. TARA’S COUNSEL 


When Vali who was resting in the palace heard the 
terrible shout of Sugriva he went into such uncontrollable 
fury that all the brightness fled from his face, and he rushed 
out so violently that it seemed as though the earth would 
split under his impetuous tread. But his wife Tara quickly 
intercepted him, and throwing her arms around him spoke, 
moved by love and fearful foreboding, these words meant 
for his good : 

“O hero, shake off this torrent of wrath even as one 
would cast away in the morning the flowers worn over- 
night. Wait, my lord, till dawn before taking up this chal- 
lenge. I know you are fully able to meet your foe and are 
superior to him. But I do not in the least like you going 
forth to fight in such haste, and I shall tell you why I think 
sO. 

Not long ago Sugriva came to fight you and had to flee, 
sorely beaten by you. That he should have come again so 
soon challenging you rather surprises me. Such loud cry too, 
in a firm voice, and bold defiance cannot come except from 
a position of strength. Methinks he must have secured strong 
and sure allies and that is why he is spoiling for a fight. And, 
mind you, Sugriva is shrewd by nature and would not have 
come with anyone of whose prowess he was not sure. 

And let me also tell you what I have heard from our ° 
son Angada who gathered it from his scouts when he had 
gone into the forest in quest of game. I understand that two 
princes of note, Rama and Lakshmana, the sons of the king 
of Ayodhya, heroes invincible in battle, have become the 
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friends of Sugriva. Rama is said to be a famous wartior, the 
scourge of his foes, and like unto the all-destroying fire at 
the end of an age; the tree that shelters the righteous ; the 
refuge and defender of the weak and oppressed; the home 
of all glory; wise and learned; dutiful to his sire; and 
graced with every virtue, even as the lord of mountains is 
the storehouse of all minerals. It would not be wise to make 
an enemy of one so high-souled and. invincible. 

And now, my glorious lord, I beg you to listen to this 
humble prayer which I am making, bearing your interests in 
mind. Givé-up all thoughts of fighting Sugriva and let him 
be installed as your deputy. You would do well to make 
friends with Rama and live in peace with Sugriva. After 
all, Sugtiva is your brother and needs your loving care whe- 
ther he is here or there in the wilds. There can be none 
dearer to you than your own brother. Win him over, there- 
fore, by appropriate gifts and honourable treatment so that. 
he may ever be by your side as a dear friend and relation. 
_ My dear lord, if you wish to please me and if you regard me 
as your well-wisher be so gracious as to grant my prayer, and 
be not wroth with me.” 

But this well-meant counsel of Tara was not heeded by 
Vali whose end was approaching. Reproving her he said thus : 

“O loveliest dame, how can I calmly submit to the 
defiant cry of this brother and foe of mine ? The brave who 
never brook an insult nor turn their back in battle would 
rather die than put up with disgrace. Dearest, be not anxious 
about me on account of Sugriva’s friendship with Rama. Rama 
who is so dutiful and righteous will never think of commit- 
ting a sin. And now, Tara dear, go back with your compa- 
nions. I appreciate the love and devotion you have shown 
for me. I shall now go and give Sugriva the battle he desires. 
I shall strike him and quell his pride till unable to withstand 
my blows he tuns away, but I shall spare his life.” 
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Then with a heart full of sorrow, carefully hidden, Tara 
pressed him to her bosom and reverently went round him. 
And after solemnly praying for his success she retired to her 
chambers with her attendants, overcome with grief. 


9. VALI IS SLAIN 


Vali then sallied forth through the city gates breathing 
hard like an enraged serpent and found Sugriva ready for the 
fray. With his fist raised Vali rushed towards him. Roaring 
like thunder they fought fiercely wich their fists, finger-nails, 
knees and feet, with trees and their branches. After some 
time Rama noticed that Sugriva’s strength was beginning to 
fail and that he was looking anxiously all round. Rama decided 
that the moment had come for him to kill Vali. And as he 
twanged the bow and laid the deadly shaft on it, so terrible 
was the sound made that birds and beasts fled in fear as 
though the world was coming to an end. That blazing arrow 
sped like lightning and struck Vali, piercing his breast, and 
the mighty lord of monkeys fell on the ground like the ban- 
ner erected in honour of Indra pulled down at the end of 
the full-moon festivities in the month of Aswija. 

Thus fell the redoubtable Vali like a tree felled by an 
axe ; and, as he sank down, the whole land was filled with 
gloom like the sky without the moon. But his life, radiance 
and prowess still slung to him under the charm of the golden 
chain, the gift of Indra, which he wore. And as he lay look- 
ing round for the warrior who had laid him low, Rama and 
Lakshmana drew near him. 


10. VALI’S SPEECH 


Seeing them, Vali spoke to them gently, though with 
bitterness, these words marked with justice : 

“O Rama, scion of a noble house, with great reputation, 
mighty, true to lofty vows and blessed with every grace, what 
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could you gain by slaying me who was engaged in fighting 
with another ? O Rama, every one praises you as being full 
of compassion, ever devoted to the well-being of others, self- 
controlled, wise and of firm vows. O prince, control of the 
passions, patience, righteousness, firmness, truth, valour, and 
punishing evil-doers are said to mark princes. Thinking that 
you possessed all these virtues, I heeded not Tara’s counsel 
and came out to fight Sugriva, as I believed you would not 
stoop to intervene and strike me while I was engaged in bat- 
tle with another. I did not imagine that you were an impos- 
tor and a villain; that all your show of righteousness was 
a mere mockery ; and that you were like unto a well with 
grass overgrown. Little did I know that, like a fire covered 
by ashes, you were a sinner under the garb of a saint. 

I have done no wrong either in your land or city; nor 
have I slighted you. Yet what made you, a prince, to strike — 
me, a mere Vanara, dwelling in the forest and subsisting on 
roots and fruits, who was fighting with another and was not 
waging war against you ? Land, gold and silver are generally 
the cause of wars, and as we have none of these how do you 
profit by slaying me? Could you be coveting the wild fruits 
we eat! 

Kings are expected not to allow themselves to be swayed 
merely by their desires but to exercise wisdom and restraint, 
and to punish the wicked and favour the good. But you seem 
to be the slave of desire and anger. You set at nought all 
rules of kingly conduct and are capricious. Wielding the bow 
is all that interests you. You care not for virtue ; nor is your 
mind clear as to what is to your own advantage. 

O scion of the house of Raghu, how will you justify, 
before the good, your killing me, an innocent man ? He who 
kills a king, a Brahmana or a cow; a thief; he who revels 
in slaughter ; the atheist; he who marries before his elder 
brother ; the tale-bearer ; the miser; the treacherous friend : 
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and he who seduces the wife of his preceptor—all these are 
bound to go to hell. 

Again, O Rama, the holy may not wear my skin; my 
hair and bones are also of no use to you; and my flesh is 
not eaten by the virtuous. What then is gained by slaying me ? 

Alas, the land of which you are the lord is to be regarded 
as really having no protector, like a noble woman who has ~ 
a wicked husband. What a pity that the high-souled Dasa. 
ratha should have had such a sinner and hypocrite as you 
for a son! Oh, I have been done to death by Rama, the ele- 
phant which has shaken off the chain of the rich heritage 
that held it and has strayed away from the regular path, trod- 
den by the virtuous, regardless of the prodding of the iron 
hook in the form of duty. 

oO prince, it seems that you are good at displaying your — 
prowess only before the innocent and have not the courage © 
to contend with the guilty. Had you met me in open fight 
I should have despatched you to Yama’s abode. Instead I 
have had to fall struck by an unseen hand, even as the drun- 
kard overcome with sleep is unaware of the serpent’s bite 
which kills him. O Rama, if you had only let me know the 
purpose which led you to kill me I should have secured Sita 
“for you in no time and brought Ravana with his neck tied 
before you. It is but right that, when I pass away, Sugriva 
should ascend the throne ; but it is most unfair that I should 
be slain treacherously by you. Ponder well if you can justify 
this action of yours.” 


11. RAMA’S REPLY 


After saying these words Vali was silent. And to him 
who was reproaching him thus Rama gave reply : 

“O Chief of Vanaras, in your ignorance of the principles 
of duty, profit and pleasure and of well-established customs 
you are foolishly blaming me. Vali, know that all this land, 
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with its hills and forests, with its birds, beasts and people 
belongs to the Ikshvaku race whose responsibility it is to 
cherish and punish them. The monarch of all this land is 
the noble and truth-loving Bharatha versed in all that con- 
cerns duty, profit and pleasure. Under his guidance, true to 
the lofty ideals of our order, we and other princes go about 
the country to ensure that right conduct obtains all over his 
land, punishing those who have strayed from the path of 
virtue. : 

And you, Vali, have violated the canons of duty and, 
with pleasure as your goal, you have left the path which 
kings should tread. It.is said that the virtuous man regards 
his elder brother, his own father and preceptor, all as a father 
to him. Further, in this matter of the claims of duty, one’s 
younger brother, one’s own son and disciple are treated alike ; 
that is, as sons. 

O Vanara, the laws of duty that guide the good are 
indeed subtle.and difficult to understand. It is only the soul 
seated in the heart of each that can properly distinguish 
right and wrong ; _ but, infirm of mind as you are, with only 
your own kind to enlighten you, like the blind led by the 
blind, you little know the truth about right and wrong. Do 
not therefore be led away by anger and accuse me. Now 
listen to me patiently as I explain why I have taken your 
life. 7 | : 

O lord of Vanaras, setting at nought the age-long rule 
of right conduct you have robbed your brother Sugriva of 
his wife Ruma, like unto your own daughter, whom you 
have appropriated for your own pieasure. It is for this sin 
that you have been punished. For this breach of the code of 
right conduct there can be no more fitting penalty than loss 
of life. The holy books have decreed death as the proper 
punishment for him who makes illicit love to his own 
daughter, or his sister or brother’s wife. 
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And Sugriva is devoted to me and is as dear to me as 
my brother Lakshmana himself. Having solemnly promised 
in the presence of his Vanaras that I would get his wife and 
kingdom restored to him can I go back on my word ? 


I hope therefore that you will admit that you have been 
rightly punished. Bearing on this subject of good conduct 
there are two verses sung by Manu (the law-giver) and accept- 
ed by the good as their guide which I should like you to hear. 
This is what Manu says : 


‘Sinners who are duly punished by the king are purged of 
their sins and attain heaven like the virtuous; and the thief 
who is punished or freed by the king sheds the sin incurred 
by him. But if the king fails to chastise the sinner he will have 
to bear the sin himself.’ | 

Therefore, O best of Vanaras, cease lamenting. You have 
been justly punished. 


There is yet another reason, and a strong one, in support 
of my action against which you have complained. When you 
hear it, all your anger and misunderstanding will, I hope, 
cease. 


Those who go out hunting animals employ every art in 
catching or smiting them. They use the net, the rope and 
many a snare. They fight openly or hidden from sight. They 
strike caring not whether the animal is fleeing or frightened, 
or meekly standing still or at bay, or is unaware of the 
huntsman. But no one blames them for doing so. And saintly 
kings versed in rules of conduct too go out similarly in 
quest of game. You, a Vanara after all, have accordingly 
been struck down by me regardless of whether you were fight- 
ing another or were unaware of your enemy. 

And, O best of Vanaras, know that kings are the foun- 
tain of good conduct. It is they who make good life and 
good deeds possible on earth. Therefore, harm them not ; 
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be not wroth with them; nor speak ill of them. They are 
verily gods who move about in this world in the guise of 
men. But, not knowing the rules of good conduct and full 
of passion, you are accusing me who is scrupulously observing 
the canons of duty handed down to us by our forefathers.” 

On hearing Rama’s speech, Vali, full of penitence and 
understanding the true nature of duty, absolved Rama from 
all blame, and with folded hands he addressed him thus : 

“O best of men, what you have said is quite true, and 
it is not for a poor soul like me to gainsay it. Please do not 
be offended with me for the bitter words I foolishly spoke to 
you. And Rama, you know well the truth about everything ; 
you are devoted to the well-being of everyone ; and you are 
pure of mind and just. I pray, therefore, that by enlightening 
me with words full of wisdom you be gracious to a wretch 
who has broken the law and has greatly sinned. I grieve not 
for myself or for Tara and my other relations so much as for 
my son Angada graced with every virtue. Nursed with much 
tender care he will indeed miss me and fade away like a tank 
when all its water is gone. O Rama, he is yet a boy, my only 
son, still of untrained mind, and well-loved of me. I entrust 
him to your loving care. As you are discerning and can punish 
as well as protect, I beg you to give equally to him and 
Sugriva your best attention. O prince, treat them both as you 
would treat your own brothers Bharata and Lakshmana. And 
let not also the noble Tara suffer for my offence. Let her 
not be treated with disdain by Sugriva. 

And, O Rama, I know full well! that, had I secured your. 
favour and followed you loyally, I should not only have been 
in the enjoyment of this kingdom but might also have con- 
quered the other world. But I longed to be slain by you so 
that I may have heavenly bliss; and hence, though Tara 
tried to hold me back, I came out to fight my _ brother 
Sugriva.” 
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Rama then consoled Vali, who was now able to see 
things aright, with these soothing words : 

“O Vanara, you need not be anxious about Angada and 
others that you are leaving behind; nor need your mind be 
troubled any longer with what we and you have done. We 
have both played our part and cleared ourselves. The king 
who punishes and the wrong-doer who is thus punished have 
both met the claims of duty and can rest satisfied. Cleansed 
of sin by the punishment meted to you, you are assured of 
heavenly bliss. Therefore, grieve not; and cast away all 
_ doubt and fear. You cannot overcome fate. 

And Angada, I have no doubt, will be as much attached 
to me and Sugriva as he was to you.” 


12. TARA’S LAMENT 


When Tara heard the terrible news that her lord had 
been smitten to death by Rama’s shaft she was shocked. Torn 
by grief and weeping loudly as she went, she proceeded at 
once with her son Angada to the spot where Vali had fallen. 
And she saw him stretched on the ground—the heroic Vali 
who never turned his back in battle, who could throw a 
mountain at his enemies as Indra hurls his bolts, and whose 
voice, loud as thunder, rang above that of his foes. There he 
lay slain by Rama, like a lion slain for prey by a still more 
mighty beast, or like a sacred tree with its offerings and 
flags torn by Garuda, the king of birds, for killing the ser- 
pents that had made their home therein. And she saw Rama 
resting on his bow, with his brother Lakshmana and Vali’s 
brother Sugriva by his side. Ignoring them she rushed to 
her husband’s side, and as she looked at him she fainted, 
overcome by grief, and fell on the ground. Quickly she came 
to herself, and drawing closer she clasped him in her arms 
and began to lament bitterly. 
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“O hero of heroes, fierce in battle, foremost of Vanaras, 
how is it you do not speak to me, your innocent and suffer- 
ing wife ? Arise, my lord, and lie in a rich bed worthy of 
you. It is not meet that great kings like you should be lying 
on the bare ground. Or is it that the earth is so much more 
_ dear to you than I am that, though life has fled, you still 
cling to her forsaking me? Oh, are all the pleasures which 
you and I used to enjoy together of old in the forests laden 
with scent now ended? My beloved lord, with you dead I 
shall be plunged into an ocean of sorrow, and there is no 
longer any joy or hope for me. This heart of mine must 
indeed be made of stone that it does not break into a thou- 
sand pieces at the sight of you lying smitten on the ground. 
O chief of Vanaras, methinks you have paid the penalty for 
driving out your brother Sugriva and appropriating his wife. 
Oh, for your good I spoke to you giving wise counsel, but 
you would not listen. 


That you, ever invincible, should be laid low by Sug- 
‘riva only shows that the time had arrived for you to quit 
this earth. And, my noble lord, when you go to heaven you 
will win the hearts of the lovely and youthful celestial nymphs 
there. 


As for me who had not known suffering before, I would 
be forlorn without you and have to pass dreary days of widow- 
hood. And our dear boy, Angada, whom we have nursed 
with such tender care, a hero deserving of every happiness, 
oh, how would he fare were his uncle Sugriva to look un- 
kindly on him. Come, my son; take a good look of your 
noble sire who loved doing right. Darling, you will, alas. 
soon be losing him and cannot see him any more. 


And, my beloved lord, here is your dear boy; speak 
some kind words to cheer his spirit; kiss him on the head 
and give him your parting advice. 
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Sugtiva, your heart’s desire is now fulfilled. Be you 
Once again happy with your wife Ruma and enjoy sovereignty 
without fear. Your brother, who was your enemy, is dead. 

And, O lord of Vanaras, why are you silent ? Have you 
not one tender word to say to your wife who is imploring 
you ? Oh, how could you thus leave your dear son, Angada, 
gifted with every virtue, and go away for ever? Beloved, 
dear lord, hero, have we, Angada and I, offended you in any 
way for you to leave us? If I have unwittingly displeased 
you, pray, forgive me. Here I lay my head at your feet.” 

Bewailing thus, she sat by the side of Vali determined 
to die with him. 

And to Tara who, like a star fallen from the sky, had 
sunk to the ground by her husband’s side, Hanuman spoke 
thus to comfort her : : 

“Madam, all the weal and woe that attends one are but 
the fruits of one’s own past deeds, good and bad. Each has | 
therefore to think of his own fate and not mourn for another 
whose fate is fashioned by his own actions. And this body is 
fleeting and bound to dissolve like a water bubble. What 
then is the use of mourning for another ? It behoves you 
therefore to cease sorrowing over the dead and think of the 
steps to be taken for the good of your son who is before you. 

And, O learned dame, our king Vali on whom millions 
of Vanaras depended was just, kind, generous and merciful, 
and has therefore reached the happy abode which is only won 
by the righteous. Let, therefore, your mind rest in peace ; 
and attend to the task before you. 

The entire host of Vanaras together with your son 
Angada look to you for protection. Under your guidance let 
Angada govern the kingdom. Let him now do by his sire the 
duty expected of a son by performing the funeral rites pro- 
perly. And, dear lady, when you see your son installed on 
the throne peace will be yours.” 
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Tara heard his speech and, still grieving over her hus- 
band, she said to him : | 

“O best of Vanaras, to hold my dead lord’s body is far 
dearer to me than the sight of a hundred sons like Angada. 
And it does not lie in my power to do anything either for 
the kingdom or Angada. It now devolves entirely on Angada’s 
uncle Sugriva to do the needful for he takes the place of 
the father. For a son, it is the father that counts and nct 
the mother. And, O Hanuman, to me nothing is more wel- 
come, either here or in the other world, than being with 
my lord. This bed on which the hero is lying slain 1s, 
therefore, also the proper bed for me.” 

The dying Vali, when he regained his senses, looked 
round, and seeing his victorious brother before him bec- 
koned to him and spoke to him full of friendly feeling : 

“Sugriva, think not that I am wicked. It was fate that 
drove me to do foolishly the harm J did to you. Methinks 
we were not destined to live like brothers and enjoy the 
_ good things of the earth together. Now take over this realm 
and look. after it. I am dying. And in my dying breath 
I am making a request which I wish you to grant although 
you may not find it easy to do so. See this darling son of 
mine, lying on the ground overwhelmed with grief, dearer 
to me than life itself, deserving of all bliss and brought up 
with tender care. I ask you to treat him as your own son. 
Let him not miss me. You are to befriend him in every way 
and at all times. He is your peer in prowess and would be 
ready to march before you in fighting the Rakshasas. Though 
a stripling, he is strong and swift and is sure to give a good 
account of himself in battle. I commend him to your paren- 
tal care. 

Then there is dear Tara whose understanding and fore- 
sight are so good that you would do well to act as she 
advises. 
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And take care that you do not fail to do your part in 
Rama's task. Not only would it be morally wrong to go 
back on your word, but you ate also sure to » be punished 
by him if you be false to him. 

Now, Sugriva, take this golden chain given to me by 
the gods and wear it now; or its charm may be lost when 
I die.” | 

Hearing these loving words of his brother, Sugriva’s 
triumph warmed his heart no more and, moved by remorse, 
his spirits fell even as the glory of the moon is dimmed 
when eclipsed by Rahu. 

Then Vali who knew his end was nearing turned to 
Angada and spoke fondly : 

“Angada, my darling, listen to me. Take care that you 
always do what is appropriate to the time and place. Be 
Obedient to Sugtiva at all times, in pleasure or pain. You 
should not expect to be fondled and given the same latitude 
as you have had from me. Sugriva may not like to do se. 
Never associate with his enemies o1 their friends. Be hum- 
ble, self-controlled and devoted to his welfare. Neither be 
overfond of him nor be wanting in love for him. Both are 
serious blemishes in one’s sie sae Follow therefore me 
happy mean between the two.” 

Having said these words Vali bibachba his last. Seeing 
his face, Tara was overwhelmed by sorrow and fell on the 
ground clinging to him, like a creeper winding round a tree 
falling along with it. And she went on lamenting piteously : 

“O hero, all the Vanara leadets stand grieving before 
vou; and sorrowing Angada and I are both begging you. 
Yet why do you not wake up? Were you fated to lie at 
last on the same lowly bed as the foes whom you smote of 
old ?. Dearest, why have you left for the other world, leav- 
ing me alone and helpless ? Methinks he would: be foolish 
who gives his daughter in wedlock to a warrior; for look 
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at my fate, a heto’s wife widowed, my pride all broken, all 
hope of lasting bliss arising from the service of my lord gone 
and plunged deep in an ocean of sorrow. 


Oh, gone is my friend, husband and beloved; gone the 
mighty hero, slain by his foes. A woman may have any 
number of children and all manner of wealth, yet to the 
world she is, alas, nothing but a miserable widow. 

Oh, this cruel shaft piercing your heart does not allow 
me even to clasp. my lord to my bosom.” 

Thus bewailed Tara: and she wiped tenderly the dust 
that was covering him, while tears rolled down from her 
eyes wetting his body. 

Then calling Angada she said : 

“Come, my dear boy; and pay your last respects to the 
king, your dear sire, si fountain of all’ honour, who is part- 
ing from us for ever.” 

And, as Angada reverently held his father’s feet with 
both his hands, Tara said in uncontrollable grief : 

“My lord; why are you not giving your blessings to. 
your child as usual saying, ‘My dear boy, may you live long’. 
Oh, here I am, praying vainly before you like a cow with its 
calf moaning before its mate slain by a lordly lion. Having 
_ performed the sacrifice of battle how could you have bathed 
alone in the water, in the form of Rama’s shaft, leaving me, 
your wedded wife. 

And, O bestower of honour, although life has fled, you 
still glow with the glory of royalty, like the king of moun- 
tains glistening even when sun has set. 

Beloved lord, I humbly pleaded with you, and you did 
not listen; yet mine is the failure in not preventing you 
from fighting, and woe is me. And, with the passing away 
of my lord, gone, gone for ever is all bliss for me and my 


>> 


son. 
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13. SUGRIVA’S GRIEF 


At the sight of Tara weeping and wailing thus, Sugriva 
was filled with grief and remorse. With his face bathed in 
tears he slowly approached Rama with his followers and 
said : 


“O lord of men, you have fulfilled the pledge given to 
me, and the fruit thereof is also in my hands. But, O prince, 
I have now lost all interest in worldly pleasures and, aye, 
in life itself. With Queen Tara in such great distress, the 
people so overwhelmed by sorrow, my brother dead and the 
life of Angada, who would be pining for his sire, hanging 
in the balance, how can I have any relish for sovereignty ? 
‘Carried away by anger, pride and jealousy I had _ foolishly 
longed to get rid of my brother. Far better for me, I deem 
it, the rude life of a Vanara in Rishyamukha mountain than 
winning even heaven by shedding my brother’s blood. 

Oh, I can recall how Vali spared me in many a fight 
saying, ‘I shall not slay you; go whither you like’. This 
was like his noble self. And what have I done in return ? 
I have killed a brother blessed with many virtues. He ever 
observed the spirit of brotherhood; was honourable and 
dutiful; while I have displayed hatred, greed, and all the 
vices of a Vanara. By killing my brother, a heinous crime, 
an inconceivable and repulsive sin have I committed. After 
doing such a wicked deed which would bring about the ruin 
of my race how can I hope to be respected by the people ? 
I am therefore unfit to be the Yuvaraja (the King’s deputy) 
—let alone being king. 


Oh, this despicable crime has filled my breast with over- 
whelming sorrow even as the rushing rain water floods the 
low-lying land. Wretch that I am, I shall join my brother 
by throwing myself into a blazing fire. Think not that the 
search for Sita will thereby suffer. The Vanaras will readily 
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obey you and take up the task, and you will surely succeed. 
O Rama, now give this sinner leave to put an end to him- 
self.” 

Rama was moved so much by Sugriva’s penitence that 
tears welled from his eyes, and he was for a little while over- 
come with grief. He was also pained to see Tara weeping 
and in such great distress and looking towards him. The 
Vanara counsellors at last prevailed upon her to leave the 
dead body of her husband; and when she came away and 
met Rama she guessed at once from his royal bearing that 
the stranger could be no other than the great Rama who had 
slain her husband. Still in bitter agony of mind her first 
impulse was to pour her wrath on him; but the moment 
she reached the gracious presence of the high-souled Rama 
her attitude changed into one of meek submission, and she 
spoke softly and with reverence : 

“O prince, you are incomprehensible, invincible, self- 
controlled, most righteous, of endless glory, wise and patient 
as mother Earth herself. In form, a man, strong, well-knit 
and with eyes of reddish tint, yet you partake of the nature 
of Divinity itself. My prayer is that, with the same shaft from 
your bow as that with which you slew my beloved husband, 
you kill me so that I may join him; for even in heaven, 
with all its well-decked Apsara beauties, he will not be 
happy without me. O hero, he’ will be as miserable as your- 
self who, though dwelling in the pleasant slopes of these. 
mountains, yet feel acutely the separation from Janaka’s 
daughter. Knowing as you do how bitter such suffering is T 
beg you to kill me and save Vali from the misery of not 
seeing me. Think not that by killing me you would be guilty 
of the odious crime of shedding a woman’s blood. Smite me 
as being the other half of Vali, and no sin will attach to 
you. Our holy texts declare that husband and wife are one 
and that wife is part of the man. Further, in the eyes of the 


"ul 


244 KISHKINDHA-KANDA 


wise, there is no gift more precious than providing a man 
with a wife. Therefore, by thus presenting me to Vali you 
will indeed be earning merit and not incurring any sin. O 
prince, without my lord, life would be unbearable for me.” 

Rama then spoke these soothing words and consoled 
her : 

“O brave dame, take heart. Brahma (the Creator) 
brought this entire world into being. It is he who also ordain- 
ed the various vicissitudes of life. And in all the: three 
worlds it lies in no one’s power to overcome what has been 
so ordained. Accordingly, your son will be the Yuvaraja, 
and you are also destined to be happy as before. It behoves 
you therefore to cease your tears. It ill becomes the wife of 
a hero to give way to grief.” 


14. RAMA RECESSES IN THE HILLS 
DURING THE RAINY SEASON 


When the funeral rites of Vali were finished in all 
solemnity Hanuman addressed Rama with folded hands : 

“My lord, by your favour Sugriva has at last regained 
this ancestral kingdom of the Vanaras. He will now, with 
your permission, enter Kishkindha city with his friends and 
attend to the task awaiting him there. And duly installed as. 
monarch he would pay grateful homage offering gems and 
wreaths to you. Be you both so good as to come to the city 
and make the Vanaras happy by gracing the occasion of his 
coronation with your presence.” , 

Rama answered : 

“Hanuman, bound as I am for fourteen years by my 
-sire’s mandate I may not enter village or town. Let Sugriva 
now enter your rich and charming city and be duly anointed 
as monarch quickly.” 

He then said to Sugriva : 
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“O Sugriva, O hero, let Angada, mighty, valiant and 
trained in the ways of virtue be installed as the Yuvarayja. 
Being the eldest son of the eldest brother, and your equal 
in valour, he deserves that position. 

The rainy season is now beginning, and for the next 
four months the search for Sita will not be possible. Laksh. 
mana and I will therefore for the present retire to our 
pleasant and spacious cave in the mountain here where the 
air is mild and the lakes are full of lovely lotuses and Iil- 
lies. And when the month of Kartika begins and the rains 
cease we expect you to set about, in earnest, the task of slay- 
ing Ravana. Meanwhile, my good friend, repair to your 
home and make all FORS friends happy by ascending the 
throne of your ancestors.” 

Accordingly the brothers went to their mountain home 
to live there till the rains were over. So pleased was Rama 
with his new abode and the SCCAEEY all around that he said 
to Lakshmana : 

“Brother, this spot is indeed lovely. Let us stay here 
and pass our days happily.” 

But the pleasant surroundings and the amenities gave 
him little joy; for his mind was eve: troubled with thoughts 
ef his stolen darling. At the sight of the moon rising in the 
evening sky he would feel an yearning for her; and sleep 
forsook him altogether. Thus, day and night, he was sunk in 
woe. And Lakshmana to whom his brother’s suffering was 
as if it were his own spoke thus to cheer him: 

“O hero, do not give way to sorrow. You know full 
well that he who succumbs to grief will not succeed in any 
enterprise. Rama, you are known to be capable of achieving 
_ anything that you attempt ; you are devoted to the gods, duti- 
ful and resolute. But if you become weak and irresolute how 
can you conquer your mighty foe in battle 2? Wake up, Rama; 
pull out this sorrow by the root from your breast; be firm 
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in your resolution and destroy the Rakshasa root and branch. 
To you who can upset the entire earth with its seas, hills 
and forests can it be a difficult task to slay Ravana? Wait 
therefore patiently till winter sets in, and you will then 
surely smash your foe with all his kith and kin. O brother, 
think not that I am trying to teach you. I am only waking 
your valour from the slumber caused by your grieving, even 
as, by feeding with ceremonial oil, one makes the fire lying 
dormant under the ashes to blaze forth.” uot 

Hearing these wise and heartening words of Lakshmana, 
Rama spoke with affection : 

“Lakshmana, you have spoken like a dear friend and 
well-wisher, full of wisdom and courage. JI shall now lay 
aside this sorrowing so fatal to success in my task and shall 
henceforth bend all my energies to the performance of heroic 
deeds. I shall patiently await the coming of winter when I 
hope Sugriva will be ready to act and the streams will be 
passable.” 

The monsoon broke on the hills as usual. 

“O brother, the rainy season has come,” said Rama. “See 
how the whole sky is covered with thick clouds, huge as 
mountain. Having sucked, through the sun’s rays, the waters 
of the ocean and borne the burden for full nine months, the 
sky like a mother is delivering the water so much needed by 
all life. The clouds are in so many layers that one could 
climb with them as steps and, reaching the sun, lay garlands 
of flowers on the god. And the earth, suffering from sum. 
mer’s heat and now receiving the showers, is sending out 
streams of water as though it were weeping like dear Sita who 
would be shedding tears in her woe. | 

Look at those hills, Lakshmana. With clouds for their 
covering instead of deer skin, streams of water rolling down 
their breasts as their sacred thread and the soft moaning of 
the wind in their caves they seem like students at their Vedic 
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studies in a hermitage. And the lightning flashing through 
the dark clouds brings to my mind, alas, the sad picture of 
gentle Sita struggling in cruel Ravana’s grip. And those 
flowers on the trees, on the mountain slopes, blooming in all 
their glory, with drops of rain in their petals, as if they 
were their tears, cause me further pain by awakening love in 
me, already torn by grief over losing my beloved. 

How charming the forest looks with tender blades of 
grass and leaf-buds which the showers have brought forth ! 
Mark how the clouds heavy with moisture seem to be seek- 
ing rest over the mountain crests as they pass over the woods 
pouring their contents. 

This woodland, with trees decked with tender buds, with 
pools of freshwater and the cries of peacocks dancing met- 
rily is like unto a gay drinking house. And the birds‘ there 
with wings of variegated colour seem to be so happy, slaking 
their thirst by drinking the pearl-like rain drops resting on 
the clean leaves of the trees. Ah, the whole place is ringing 
with music made by the sweet humming of bees like the 
strings of an instrument, the lively croaking of frogs as cym- 
bals and the deep roar of clouds as kettle-drums. 

When all around everything is so pleasant Sugriva must 
be enjoying life greatly, now that he has regained his wife 
and kingdom. But, Lakshmana, look at miserable me. My 
wife is stolen; I have been deprived of a mighty kingdom ; 
and sorrow is gnawing me away even as the floods cut into 
the banks of a river. There is this great sorrow; then this 
painful delay in taking action caused by the rains; and 
lastly, in Ravana, I have a formidable foe—three trials diff\- 
cult to bear. I am, however, sustained by the hope that grate- 
ful Sugriva will know when the time has come to move in 
the matter and help me ; and I am therefore anxiously look- 
ing forward to winter setting in when I expect he will be 
pleased to act and the rivers will be passable.” 
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15. RAMA IS ANNOYED WITH SUGRIVA 


The rainy season was coming to an end; lightning and 
thick clouds were no longer seen; the sky was becoming 
clear and was once again seen lit with the moon’s soft rays. 
With all his wishes fulfilled, Sugriva plunged himself into 
an orgy of sensual pleasures, neglecting affairs of state which 
he left entirely to the ministers to look after. Seeing him 
thus wildly preoccupied, forgetting all his obligations, the 
wise and shrewd Hanuman approached him discreetly and 
addressed him gently : 


“O Chief of Vanaras, kingdom, fame and wealth, all 
these are now yours. It now remains for you to do your duty 
by those who befriended you and made all that possible. He 
who, neglecting his own needs, ever flies to the assistance of 
his friends will be happy and will not have to face any 
troubles. But where succour is not given in time it fails of 
its purpose, however great such belated aid may be. O hero, 
what needs to be done by us now is the task of searching for 
Sita which is overdue. I suggest therefore that you summon 
the principal Vanaras for that purpose without delay. If we 
set about the task before Rama complains we may not be 
blamed for the delay that has already occurred. And Rama 
is so mighty that he can all alone conquer the gods, demons 
and serpents; but he is expecting you to act according to 
your undertaking.” 

Hearing this timely counsel of Hanuman, Sugriva awoke 
from his torpor; and realising his duty he instructed his 
Commander-in-Chief to order millions of Vanaras all over 
the country to assemble within fifteen days. 


Meanwhile, Rama was getting increasingly restless and 
annoyed with Sugriva. And he said to Lakshmana : 

“O brother, the time of the year has come when kings 
find it suitable to start operations of war. But I see no signs 
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yet of Sugriva moving in the matter. Overwhelmed as I am 
with sorrow at not seeing Sita, the last four rainy months 
have been to me as a hundred years. Methinks Sugriva holds 
me in contempt as being a helpless exile wandering trom his 
distant home, bereft of his kingdom, disgraced by Ravana, 
love-lorn and a humble suppliant to him. Now that he has 
gained his ends the wretch seems to be ignoring his promise 
to undertake the search for Site 

Lakshmana, I ask you to go to Kishkindha and tell the 
foolish Sugriva, sunk in revelry, as from me: 

‘Sugriva, base is he who does not keep his word to those 
whom he had promised to help in return for services ren- 
dered to him by them. Even dogs will not touch the flesh of 
such wretches when they die.’ 

It looks as if he wishes to have a sight of. my terrible 
bow flashing like a mass of lightning and to hear the roar 
of the twanging of my bowstring like unto thunder. 

Surrounded by his advisers and friends, ever drinking 
wine with them and bent on pleasure he thinks not of us 
and our distress. Go, brother, and let him know how angry 
Tam. And further tell him this: 

‘Sugtiva, beware; the road which Vali took is still 
open. Be true to your word and go not the way of Vali. The 
shaft I then let go killed Vali only. But, if you leave the 
path of virtue, I shall not only slay you, but I shall also wipe 
out all your kith and kin.’ 

And, Lakshmana, you may further say what the occasion 
may call for.” 


16. LAKSHMANA MEETS SUGRIVA 


Seeing his brother’s wrath and sympathising with his 
suffering, Lakshmana was also put out by Sugriva’s conduct. 
‘Breathing vengeance and grasping his bow Lakshmana set 
out for Kishkindha to convey Rama’s message to him. So 
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fierce did he look as he appeared at the city gates that the 
Vanaras fled in alarm to report to Sugriva. And on hearing 
that Lakshmana had come to meet him and was in high 
dudgeon, the shrewd Sugriva said to Tara : 

“O my darling with lovely brows, it seems best that 
you see him first and win his grace by speaking friendly words. 
When he sees you his anger will cease, as high-souled men 
are mever stern or angry with womankind. And when his 
ire is thus subdued and he gets calm I could receive him.” 

Tara accordingly went to meet Lakshmana. She spoke 
to him softly, frankly and with skill and tried her best to 
appease him. 

She then took him to see Sugriva. At the sight of Sug- 
riva whom he found seated on the throne, reclining on Ruma 
and surrounded by well-decked women, Lakshmana’s eyes 
became red with wrath. And to Sugriva who rose terror- 
stricken from his seat and stood, with folded hands, before 
him he spoke fiercely thus : 

“O Sugriva, the world holds that king in high esteem 
who is well-born, strong, compassionate, self-controlled, 
grateful and truthful. But there is no greater wretch on earth 
than the king who is steeped in vice and breaks the promise 
made to those who had befriended him. The sin of killing 
a hundred horses is said to be his who tells a lie for the 
sake of a horse; and the sin of killing a thousand cows is 
his who tells a lie for the sake of a cow; while he that slan- 
ders another incurs the sin of killing himself and his kin. 
And he who is beholden to his friends but gives them not 
service in return deserves to be slain. O Chief of Vamnaras, 
listen to the following verse sung of old by Brahma : 

‘For killing a Brahmana, for drinking wine, for stealing, 
and for breaking vows suitable expiation is ordained; but 
none for the heinous crime of ingratitude (which is beyond 
all expiation )’. 
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O Vanara, by not being of service, as promised, to Rama 
who helped you to the throne, you have shown yourself to 
be dishonourable, ungrateful and a liar. Instead of busying 
yourself with ‘the quest for Sita you are indulging in low 
pleasures and are being false to your plighted word. Like a 
snake which lures frogs by croaking like them you pretended 
to be righteous so as to secure the help of noble Rama who 
_ did not know what a wicked impostor you were. Sugriva, 
should you be unmindful of what Rama has done for you, 
take note that the path which Vali had to take is still open 
and that, smitten by the keen shafts sped from Rama’s bow 
like unto thunderbolts, you will go the same way and meet 
Vali.” 


When Lakshmana finished speaking Tara spoke in 
defence of Sugriva : : 


“Lakshmana, it is not meet that you should speak bit- 
terly like this about the lord of the Vanaras.  Sugriva is 
neither ungrateful nor hard of heart; nor is he a cheat, liar 
and hypocrite. He can never forget the help he received from 
Rama which no one else could have given. Fame, kingdom, 
wife and me—all these he owes to Rama. After suffering so 
much in the past it is but natural that, when he came into 
his own, he should be absorbed in sensual pleasures which 
he had missed so long, forgetting, for a while, time and 
other obligations. . When the great sage Visvamitra was 
enamoured of Menaka did he not forget the passage of time 
and was he not surprised to find that ten long years had passed 
without his knowing it ? When such was the case even with 
him who was so high-souled and knew the time and season 
for everything, little wonder that lesser folk should be guilty 
of a similar lapse. Lakshmana, I beg you, therefore, to over- 
look Sugriva’s weakness and forgive him. Be not angry ; 
noble souls like you should not give way to anger suddenly. 
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without giving thought, like common folk. On behalf of 
Sugriva, O sire, I crave for your forgiveness. 

And I know that, in Rama’s cause, Sugriva is ready to 
give up his kingdom, wealth, Ruma, me and everything else. 
1 gathered from Vali that the cruel Ravana had millions of 
Rakshasa watriots. It would be necessary to destroy them 
before he could be slain. For this purpose Sugriva needs a 
large force of Vanaras. Accordingly he has already issued 
orders for such a force to be. raised and is waiting for them 
to be assembled before he can set out. They are all expected 
to be here now, and you will be presently having at your 
service millions of Vanaras and bears. O prince, cease there- 
fore to be angry.” 

Hearing Tara’s just and humble speech gentle Laksh- 
mana’s heart was softened. And seeing him calm and com- 
posed, Sugriva shed his fears as one discards a covering 
drenched with water. He threw aside the rich garland he 
was wearing and became his sober self again. He then 
humbly addressed Lakshmana thus : 

“O Lakshmana, by Rama’s favour, I have eebanied my 
wealth, name and kingdom. Who can ever hope adequately 
to repay him for his great service ? The virtuous Rama whose 
might is such that with a single arrow he could cleave, all 
at once, seven Sail trees, the hills and the earth, can by his 
own prowess recover Sita and slay Ravana. What help could 
the hero need from others ? I am his ally only in name. I 
am, however, ready to follow him with all my Vanaras when 
he marches out to kill Ravana and his followers. O best of 
men, if through love or friendship I have been guilty of any 
neglect, please be so good as to forgive your humble servant. 
And to err is after all human.” 

Lakshmana was quite pleased with Sugriva’s modest 
speech, and they both then proceeded to the mountain home 
of Rama. 
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Rama was happy to see Sugriva and his legions of Vana- 
ras like unto a large lake full of lotus buds. He greeted him 
warmly, and lifting him, who was lying at his feet, he press- 
ed him to his bosom and said : 

“O chief of Vanaras, the time has come for engaging 
ourselves in the task of searching for Sita. Confer, therefore, 
with your counsellors in the matter.” | 

Sugriva said : 

“O mighty-armed Rama, I am beholden to you for the 
restoration to me of wealth, fame and kingdom. And he 
would indeed be a wretch who does not serve his friend in 
return. These Vanara nobles here have already collected a 

large body of ic Vanaras from all over the land and 
more are coming.” 

As Sugriva and Rama were thus conversing, thick clouds 
of dust rose to the sky hiding the sun, and the earth with 
all its.hills and forests shook. And very soon the whole place 
was filled by countless huge and fierce Vanara warriors with 
sharp teeth who could take any form at will. 


Presenting them to Rama, Sugriva said : 

“O scourge of foes, they are all at your service. Pray, 
tell them now what you wish to be done.” 

Rama replied : 

“Sugriva, let them find out whether my dear Sita is 
alive or dead and where Ravana lives. When this is known, 
you and I can then decide on the proper steps to take. O 
king of Vanaras, in this matter neither Lakshmana is com- 
petent, nor am I, to direct. We look to you to guide and lead 
us. O hero, let therefore such orders be issued by yourself, 
their king, as may be needed for the purpose. You are to 
me, I know, a second Lakshmana; wise, able and devoted 
to me.” 
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Sugriva then sent out large searching parties in all the 
four directions with strict instructions to scour the whole 
world and return within a month. He attached special im- 
portance to the search to be made in the south, and accord- 
ingly he sent in that direction a chosen force consisting of 
Angada, Hanuman, Jambuvanta and others. In his instruc- 
tions to this force he said : 


“And, when you reach the sea, consider carefully your 
further plans. There is an island in that sea, a hundred 
leagues in extent, inaccessible to man. You should make a 
thorough search for Sita in every nook and corner of that 
island. For that is the place where the wicked Ravana, who 
deserves to be slain, lives.” 


As Sugriva had great faith in the capacity of Hanuman 
to get things done he wanted to enlist his special support and 
he therefore said to him : 


“O best of Vanaras, I see none who can impede your 
progress either on land or sea, or in the sky or to the home 
of the gods; and all the worlds are known to you. In 
strength and speed you are the peer of your sire, the Wind- 
god, himself ; and there is none on earth equal to you. I 
therefore look to you to do all you can to get Sita back.” 


Hearing this special appeal to Hanuman and seeing 
Sugriva’s great regard for him Rama also felt sure that Hanu- 
man would accomplish the task entrusted to him. Full of 
hope, therefore, he gave him the ring bearing his name which 
Sita knew well and said : 


“Great Vanara, if Sita sees this token she will be satis- 
fied that you are my messenger and will receive you without 
any fear. O hero, your resolution, your strength combined 
with valour and Sugriva’s direction to you fill me with hope 
that the task will meet with success.” 
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Hanuman placed the ring reverently on his head; and 
after touching Rama’s feet he took leave of him with folded 
hands and set out on his mission. 


18. NEWS OF SITA 


By the end of the month all the search parties with the 
exception of that sent to the South had returned, but had 
not met with any success. In spite of the best efforts of 
Hanuman and others that party was also unable to trace Sita 
and Ravana within the allotted time. After some adventures: 
they reached the seashore, fatigued and disappointed. And, 
at Angada’s instance, they decided not to return to Kishkin- 
dha for fear of Sugriva’s displeasure at their failure, but to 
remain near the mountains on the seashore and fast unto 
death. Fortunately they got news of Sita and Ravana there 
from the brother of Jatayu who was living in one of the 
caves in those mountains. 

That aged prince of vultures said : 

“Ye Vanaras, some time back I noticed a lovely woman, 
well-adorned with jewels, being carried away through the air 
by a Rakshasa. She was crying, ‘O Rama, O Lakshmana’, and 
was dropping some of her ornaments. Against the back- 
ground of the dark Rakshasa, bright shone the raiment she 
wore, like the sun’s glow on a mountain crest or lightning 
through thick clouds. I judge she must be Sita as she was 
crying ‘Rama’. This Rakshasa is the great Ravana, the son 
of Visrawas and brother of Kubera (the god of wealth), and 
he lives in the wonderful city of Lanka built by Visvakarma, 
the celestial architect. It is situated in an island hundred 
leagues away from the seashore here. Sita is there, a captive 
in the hands of Ravana, still clad in the same garment and 
wearing herself out with woe. 

Tarry not, Vanara chiefs, go ye quickly to Lanka. My 
divine vision tells me that you will see Sita and return safely. 
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We vultures, moving in the seventh layer of the air, who 
are the descendants of Vinata (Garuda), the king of birds, 
are like him gifted with very long sight, and I can, there- 
fore, see Sita and Ravana from this distance. Now, think ye 
of some way of crossing this sea; and you will find Sita and 
return after achieving your purpose.” 


19. THE BID TO CROSS THE OCEAN 


The Vanaras jumped with joy at hearing news of Sita 
and shouted triumphantly. And they repaired at once to the 
seashore. But when they saw the sea, limitless as the sky, 
with billows rising high like mountains at one place, and 
calm, as if slumbering, at another place, and the many fright- 
ful creatures in it their hearts sank ; and they were wonder- 
ing how they could ever cross such a sea. Seeing them filled 
with despair Angada spoke these words of comfort : 

“Ye heroes, be not disheartened. Despair is. the worst 
ef all ills. It kills a man as easily as an enraged serpent kills 
a child. And he, whose spirits sink, will not achieve any- 
thing.” | 

They all passed an anxious night. The next day Angada 
called them together for discussing their future plans and 
made this wise appeal to them : 

“O Vanara watriors, who among ye will cross this ocean 
and make our lord Sugriva’s word true? Who will leap a 
hundred leagues and save these leaders of yours from fear of 
the danger to them following the failure of their mission ? 
Who by his prowess will make it possible for us all to return 
happily with our task accomplished and see again our wives, 
children and homes? To whom shall we be indebted for 
‘enabling us, proud of our success, to meet with joy, Rama, 
Lakshmana and Sugriva? If there is any one among you who 
can leap over this ocean let him come forward and declare 
quickly so that we may all feel safe.” 


~j 
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The whole Vanara host stood stupefied ; and response 
there was none. Continuing, Angada said : 

“Ye Vanara chiefs, you are all foremost in might, stout 
of heart, of good lineage and highly esteemed by all; and 
none can stay your progress. I ask you each to declare how 
far you can leap.” 

Then the leaders began to declare, one by one, their 
capacity for leaping which ranged from ten to eighty leagues. 
Towards the end veteran Jambuvantha said : 

“Old though I am, I cannot sit idle in a matter affecting 
the interests of Rama and Sugriva. I can without doubt still 
leap ninety leagues, if that is of any help. There was a 
time when I could do greater and incomparable feats. Now, 
old and feeble, I can do no more. Alas, this may not meet 
our present needs.” 

Finally, with shrewd Jambuvantha’s permission, Angada 
declared : | ¥. 

“I can jump over the hundred leagues of sea from here, 
but I am not sure whether I shall be able to leap back.” 

And Jambuvantha remarked : 

“O prince, your ability is well known. We are sure that 
you can leap a hundred leagues, yea, a thousand leagues and 
return. Yet it is not right for us to let you undertake this 
task. You afte here as our master to command us and not 
to be directed by us, your servants. You are our honoured 
lord, precious to us, and it is the duty of this host ever to 
cherish you and protect you. You are the guiding spirit, the 
root, of this enterprise. And it is only when the main root 
is preserved that a tree functions, bearing fruit and flowers.” 

Then Angada observed : 

“If I do not go and no one else among us is prepared 
to venture on this errand, the only course left for us would 
be to resume fasting unto death. For if we return to Kish. 
kindha without success, and then late too, Sugriva will not 
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spare us. Therefore, sire, can you, in your wisdom, think of 
any way of getting over this obstacle ?” 

And Jambuvantha replied : 

“Be assured, O hero, that this task of yours will not be 
allowed to suffer in the least. I shall invoke a Vanara chief, 
who can do it, to come to our rescue.” 

While all this debate was going on, Hanuman was sit- 
ting quietly on the seashore, all alone, and musing. Seeing 
that the Vanaras wete in great dejection, Jambuvantha 
approached him and said : 

“O redoubtable Hanuman, you who are versed in holy 
lore, why are you sitting by yourself away from us and are 
silent? In prowess and might you are the equal of Rama, 
Lakshmana and our lord Sugriva. Your arms have the 
strength of the wings of Garuda, the mighty king of birds, 
and you are as fleet and daring as he. Indeed, in might, wis- 
dom, valour and skill you excel every creature on earth. Yet 
how is it you seem to be unaware of your own power and 
are sitting still ? 

O best of Vanaras, the son of the Wind-god are you. As 
a child, when you saw the sun rising, you mistook it for 
fruit and without any effort sprang three hundred leagues in 
the air trying to catch it. Seeing your swift passage through 
the sky and fearing that you may be a potential danger to 
the world, Indra hurled his thunderbolt at you; but it only 
threw you on a mountain crest. The fall left you with a 
swollen cheek, and hence you are known as Hanuman. To 
pacify your sire, Brahma then gave you the boon that no 
weapon shall kill you in battle; and Indra too gave you 
the boon that you would die only when you wished it. 

O son, you are equal to your sire, the Wind-god him- 
self, in valour and the capacity to leap. See, the Vanara hosts 
stand here in fear of their lives, and they are looking to you 
as a second’ Garuda to save them. You are now our only 
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hope. Come, Hanuman, and show your might. The whole 
Vanara host is eagerly waiting to see it. Tarry not; rise, 
best of Vanaras, and leap over this ocean as gloriously as 
Lord Vishnu covered the whole universe of old with three 
quick steps.” 

Roused by this appeal, Hanuman strode forward with 
a form increased tremendously. Great was the joy of the 
Vanaras when they saw him coming, and they shouted trium- 
phantly. They sang his praises, and while they were extol- 
ling him he grew bigger and bigger in stature ; his strength 
and splendour increased ; and his face glowed like a blazing 
fire undimmed by smoke. Then he rose in their midst, bowed 
to the elders and spoke : 

“Ye Vanaras, know me to have sprung from the loins 
of the mighty Wind-god, the friend of Agni (God of fire), 
and there is none on earth equal to me in leaping in the 
air. I can circle the big Meru mountain towering to the skies 
a thousand times. With my powerful arms I can so fiercely 
splash the waters of the ocean as to drown therein the wholc 
world with all its mountains, rivers and lakes. I can race 
with the rising sun and, reaching the western heights before 
him, return to meet him still in mid-sky and repeat it with- 
out touching the earth. The whole world will soon behold 
me with wonder, springing to the terrible sky and landing on 
the other side of the ocean. 

O Vanaras, be therefore of good cheer. I shall surely 
find the Videha dame (Sita). My reason indicates it, and 
the inner voice confirms it. I have even a mind to uproot 
Lanka and bring it away.” 

Hanuman then climbed to the top of the Mahendra 
mountain from which to spring acress the ocean. Under his 
heavy tread even that great mountain rocked as does a majes- 
tic elephant when smitten by the lion’s paws. The trees 
shook; the elephant, deer, lion and other animals living 
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there fled frightened. And the mountain looked forlorn like 
a traveller in a dense forest who had lost all his compa- 
nions. And, with his mind intent on crossing the sea, Hanu- 
man felt as though he had already reached Lanka. 


SUNDARA-KANDA 
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SUNDARA-KANDA 


1. HANUMAN’S LEAP 


Hanuman then prayed to the Sun, Indra, his site the 
-Wind-god, Brahma the Creator and other gods asking for 
their blessings. While the Vanara chiefs were watching him, 
he stood facing east and began to swell in size like the sea 
during a full-moon night. And addressing again the Vanaras 
below he said: 

“Ye Vanaras, I shall now go to Ravana’s city of Lanka, 
swift as the shaft sped by Rama. If I do not find Sita there 
I shall, with the same speed, go to the home of the gods 
seeking her. And if I fail to find her there too, I shall bring 
Ravana himself, bound hand and fcot, along with Lanka it- 
self.” } 

So saying, he sprang into the air full of confidence in 
himself. As he was flying over the sea the gods showered 
flowers on him; the sun shed his rays mildly on him, while 
the soft zephyr blew to cheer the hero going on Rama's 
errand ; and sages praised him. And the lord of the Ocean 
who was beholden of old to Ikshvaku, Rama’s ancestor, beg- 
ged of the Mainaka mountain, submerged therein, to rise so 
that Rama’s agent may rest for a while on its crest in the 
‘course of his wondrous flight. Accordingly, the mountain 
raised its head to the skies and offered loving hospitality 
which Hanuman acknowledged saying : 

“Best of mountains, I take your will for the deed and 
am greatly pleased with you. Be not angry. My task brooks 
no delay and I may not therefore test.” 

Saying this, he gently touched the mountain crest with 
his hand and continued his flight. After overcoming two 
great obstacles during his flight through the air, he came at 
last to the end of his journey of a hundred leagues and sighted 
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the shore of Lanka fringed with groves; and then the whole 
island, rich with a variety of trees and gardens, came into 
his view. 


He immediately resumed his normal size so as to escape 
being specially noticed by the Rakshasas and alighted. Then 
he proceeded towards the city of Lanka which was perched 
ona hill. Approaching the northern gate, he had a magni- 
ficent view of Lanka, wonderful as the city of the gods. See- 
ing its battlements and moats’ and the fierce and well-armed 
Rakshasas guarding at every point Hanuman thought within 
himself : 


“This city cannot be conquered in battle even by the 
gods. What then can the Vanaras and strong-armed Rama 
himself do if they come here? In the case of these Raksha- 
sas it would be vain to think of securing one’s object either 
by negotiation, gifts, sowing dissension or through war. Well, 
my immediate task, however, is to ascertain whether Sita is 
alive. If she is living, let me then think of what to 
do next. 


But, now, how can I enter the city so well guarded by 
fierce Rakshasas,.and how can I go about searching for Sita 
in it? When I find her, by what device may I hope to meet 
her all alone ? Clearly I cannot attempt these tasks in my 
normal form. I must assume a shape at once visible and 
invisible so as to deceive the Rakshasas and thus slip into 
the city at night.” 


Accordingly, when the sun had set, he shrank his body 
to the size of a cat and tried to enter the city. Drawing 
closer, he jumped on to the outer wall; and there, for a 
little while, he was lost in admiration of its magnificent man- 
sions towering to the skies, its courtyards paved with mat- 
ble, its gates of burnished gold, and stairs wrought in gold 
and adorned with gems. 
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2. LANKA'S GUARDIAN 


While Hanuman was thus attempting to steal into the 
city, the guardian spirit of Lanka noticed him, and intercept- 
ing him she asked in fury :- 

“Who are you and why have you come here? Tell me. 
truly before you are slain.” 

Nothing daunted, Hanuman teplied to the ugly ere 

“Crooked-eyed dame, who are you and ‘why are you 
obstructing and threatening me? I have come to see your 
fair city and I shall go back after seeing it.” 

And she replied : 

“You wicked wretch of .a Vanara, know me. to be the 
guardian of this place, working under .the instructions . of 
Ravana, the Rar gS king. You cannot enter the city with- 
out overcoming me.’ 

So saying she roared and suddenly gave him a slap on 
the faces Hanuman, in anger, hit her with his left fist ; and 
although, remembering that she was a woman, he did not 
use much force she fell down dazed. Then, terror-stticken, 
she said in a faltering voice: 

“O best of Vanaras, spare me and kindly hear me. I 
received a boon of yore from Brahma that it would be only 
when I am subdued by a Vanara that the end of the Raksha- 
sas would come. Now that you have overcome me it is clear 
that the dreaded hour is nearing; and, on Sita’s account, 
ruin will fall on the wickéd Ravana and the whole race of 
Rakshasas. O lord of Vanaras, you may now go into this 
city, once blessed but which, alas, is now under a curse, and 
search freely for Sita.” 


3. RAVANA’S PALACE 


After thus conquering the guardian goddess of Lanka, 
Hanuman jumped over all the ramparts and, as he entered 
, 
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the city, he placed his left foot first in token of his going into 
an enemy's home. He made his way through the highway 
lined with houses towering to the skies. The sound’of music, 
laughter and gaiety came from the houses he passed. In the 
bright moonlight he pursued his way until he reached the 
precincts of Ravana’s palace. There, he quickly went leap- 
ing from house to house searching for Sita. He visited, one 
by one, the houses of all the great lords living near the 
palace looking for Sita everywhere—in their parks, terraces 
and apartments. | 

At last, he entered the palace itself which comprised a 
group of buildings, with windows wrought in gold and stud- 
ded with gems, glistening like a mass of clouds emitting light- 
ning during the rainy season. He went from room to room 
and found them filled with all manner of wealth won by 


the Rakshasa’s might; and there lay in some rooms con- 
ches, bows and other weapons of war. Indeed, this mansion 


of Ravana looked so magnificent that it seemed as if Maya, 
the great architect, created them specially and brought them 
to earth. 

But his search so far had been in vain, and Hanuman 
was sorely troubled in mind at not finding any trace of Sita. 

While thus wandering in the mansion, he came upon a 
huge airship (Vimana), in the midst of the palace buildings, 
which was wrought in gold and was glistening with diamonds 
and other gems set in it. It was the incomparable creation 
of Viswakarma, the celestial architect, who was very proud 
of it. It could travel in the air with the speed of wind, and 
go anywhere at the master’s will; and it had many special 
features not found even in the abodes of the gods. Hanuman 
stood for a while seeing it rapt with wonder. 

And in the middle of that Vimana there was a huge 
magnificent building, the statliest of all, which was guarded 
by many well-armed Rakshasas ; and it was here that Ravana 
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lived. Passing through the building, Hanuman, following the 
Sweet scent that came from Ravana’s apartments, reached a 
stately hall with golden windows, crystal floor, lofty and 
faultlessly straight columns and seats inlaid with gems. The 
floor of the spacious hall was covered with rich carpets. 
Flowers emitting delicious scent were there in plenty and 
the air was heavy with perfume. Seeing all this Hanuman 
wondered, ‘What! Is this heaven or the abode of the gods 
themselves ? Is it the celestial city of Indra?’ And the 
lights illumining the hall were blazing steadily on the golden 
pillars and were motionless like a gamester, defeated by 
cheats, standing stupefied. 

And on the rich beds in that hall Hanuman found lovely 
women, the wives of Ravana, gaily clad and wearing a variety 
of ornaments and flowers, lying in sweet confusion, overcome 
by wine and sleep after revelry till midnight. Their faces, 
in the state of slumber, looked charming like the beautiful 
lotus which blooms when the sun rises and softly closes its 
petals at sunset. The whole place was resplendent with their 
beauty like the clear winter sky filled with bright stars. And, 
in their midst, Ravana too shone like the lustrous moon ih 
a star-lit sky. | 

He saw before him a magnificent cot, fit for the gods, 
made of gold and ivory and adorned with. gems, with a canopy 
bright as the moon .and decked with the sweetest of flowers. 
And, on a rich couch of sheep-skin, there lay the great lord 
of the Rakshasas, dark as the clouds, with glittering ear-rings 
and many other ornaments. He had blood-red eyes and 
mighty arms. Hanuman approached the bed and drew back 
at once in disgust at the sight of the villain. 

Hanuman also saw by Ravana’s side a lovely woman 
lying separate on a rich bed, apart from the rest. She was 
the renowned Mandodari, Ravana’s queen. She was. decked 
in jewels full of pearls and other gems and had a com- 
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plexion like burnished gold; and the stately hall glowed 
with ther exquisite beauty. Seeing her charm, youth and 
graceful mien, he mistook her for a moment for Sita and 
jumped with joy at having discovered her. He soon realised 
he was wrong and cursed himself for the foolish thought 
saying : | 

“How stupid of me to take her for Sita. No, No, it 
cannot be her. Separated from Rama, the noble Sita would 
never be sleeping happily or partake of wine and rich fare 
or adorn herself. Not even the gods would have any attrac- 
tion for her. In her eyes none could compare with her dear 
lord Rama.” 


4, HANUMAN’S DISAPPOINTMENT 


Hanuman was getting very dispirited at the failure of 
all his efforts to find Sita) He was also troubled by the 
thought that he had broken the rules of good conduct by 
intruding into the privacy of women. But he consoled him- 
self thus : 

“There should really be no harm in my seeing these 
women lying securely at ease so long as I retained perfect con- 
trol of my senses and was not moved by passion. After all, it 
is the mind that matters; and as I have kept my mind pure 
I am sure that no sin will attach to me. Besides I had, by 
sheer necessity, to search for Sita among women where she 
was most likely to be found.” 

Once again, he went over all the apartments of the 
palace ; searched every nook and corner of Lanka; all in 
vain. He began to lose all hope of finding her and won- 
dered : 

“Seeing Sita firm in maintaining her honour and un- 
yielding, the wicked Ravana must surely have killed her. Or 
could the sight of the ugly and fierce giantesses round her 
have frightened her to death? It may also be that, when 
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Ravana was speeding through the sky fearing Rama’s shafts, 
his frightened hands may have lost grip of her and she 
may have fallen into the sea below. Or it may be that, 
while struggling to free herself from his cruel~ hold, she 
slipped and fell into the sea. Could helpless Sita have be- 
come the prey of the relentless Rakshasa? Or could the 
wives of Ravana, being jealous of her, have got rid of her 
by eating her up? Or could she have died heart-broken, 
pining for Rama ? 

Oh, having failed to find Sita, I know not what to do 
now. How can I return to Kishkindha and tell Rama that 
Sita could not be found ? It will surely kill him and Laksh- 
mana too who is so devoted to him. Hearing of their death, 
Bharata and Satrughna will die of grief, along with their 
mothers. And grateful Sugriva would also follow Rama 
whom he has not succeeded in helping as promised:; while, 
without him, Ruma and Tara would not care to live. Indeed, 
all this will end in bringing ruin to the whole Vanara race. 

No, I cannot therefore go bacix to Kishkindha. I shall 
remain here, leading the life of a recluse and subsisting on 
such food as may fall into my hands or mouth. Or I shall 
light a blazing fire on the seashore and jump into it. Or I 
shall fast unto death. 

But killing one’s self is condemned by the wise on 
many grounds. Besides, as long as there is life one can hope 
for better times to come sometime or other. In that hope, 
therefore, J shall continue to live.” 


5. THE ASOKA GARDEN 


Such were the conflicting thoughts that assailed Hanu- 
man in his endless sorrow at not finding Sita. 

Then, mustering courage, he said to himself : 

“I shall kill that wretch Ravana and avenge the wrong 
he has done to Sita. Or I shall carry him in the air across 


270 SUNDARA-KANDA 


the sea and offer him to Rama as an animal is offered as 
sacrifice. 

Thinking further, he concluded: “I shall remain here 
searching all over Lanka, again and yet again, until I find 
Sita. Ah, there is one place which I have not yet searched ; 
and that is the Asoka grove there, full of big trees. I shall 
now go there. My obeisance to Rama, to Lakshmana, to the 
gods and to my lord Sugriva. May Brahma, the Fire-god, 
the Wind-god, Indra, Varuna, the Sun and Moon, the Maruts, 
the Aswins and Siva bless me with success in my quest.” 

After thus praying for a little while, Hanuman jumped 
on to the wall that enclosed the garden; and sitting there 
he quickly surveyed it. Alighting then in a clump of trees 
he went about searching for Sita. As he leaped from tree 
to tree he was covered with richly-tinted blossoms that fell! 
from -them in profusion, and he shone like a hill covered 
with flowers. And he noticed a pleasant and well-wooded hill 
from which there emerged a stream, like a woman rushing 
away from’ her lord’s arms in a fit of anger ; and the trees 
cn the banks with their boughs dipping into the water looked 
like her dear relations trying to pacify her ; while the waters, 
so checked in their flow by the branches, were receding gently 
like that angry dame graciously returning to her lord. 

There was also a charming lake with many big trees 
glistening like burnished gold near it. Hanuman hid himself 
in one of those trees and waited, saying to himself, ‘Rama's 
queen was ever fond of roaming in the forest and tending 
animals. If she is in this garden she will surely pass this way. 
And she is bound to come to this river for her morning and 


evening ablutions.’ : 
6. SITA IS FOUND 


While surveying from his hiding place, he saw in the 
heart of the garden a beautiful mansion towering to the skies, 
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white as the snow-clad Kailasa mountain, with coral steps, 
lofty pillars and pavements of goid. And then he saw a 
woman who was wearing a single old and thread-bare cloth 
and guarded by giantesses. She looked sad and wasted as if 
she had been fasting, and was heaving a deep sigh over and 
over again. Pale as the early autumnal moon, her radiance 
seemed dimmed like a bright flame enveloped by smoke. 
Weighed down by grief, she was like the mild Rohini star 
overwhelmed by fiery Mars. And torn from those dear to 
her and thrown in the midst of frightful fiends, she was like 
a young deer which had got separated from the herd and 
found itself surrounded by fierce dogs. 

Hanuman guessed that the dame he was seeing must 
be Sita, for he thought : : 

“This woman resembles very much the lovely dame that 
we had seen the Rakshasa carrying away in the air. The very 
ornaments that Rama described Sita as wearing when we set 
out on this quest are here, hanging on the branches of this 
tree, excepting those which she dropped while flying over us. 
And the garment over her body is of the same golden colour, 
though faded and soiled, as the piece of cloth we found then 
along with the jewels. And her graceful movements and her 
radiance are also the same as Rama’s. She is, therefore, surely 
Sita, the beloved wife for whom Rama is pining. She seems 
to be living because her heart is with her lord; and Rama 
too is alive because he is ever cherishing her.” 

Having come to this conclusion Hanuman was filled with 
joy at discovering Sita. But he was so moved by her forlorn 
state that tears rolled down his cheeks. 

“Oh, when I see that she, who was ever the object of 
reverence by Lakshmana, the darling of Rama, could be doom- 
ed to such misery, I feel clearly that Fate is inexorable. The 
daughter of the high-souled and righteous Janaka, king of 
Mithila, and the renowned eldest daughter-in-law of the heroic 
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and virtuous king Dasaratha, ever devoted to her noble hus- 
band—she is now, alas, a captive in the hands of fierce fiends. 
Instead of Rama and Lakshmana to protect her she has now 
these ogres to guard her! Seeing her suffering, even I, a 
wild monkey, feel distressed. Oh, like a frost-bitten lotus 
creeper, her lustre stands dimmed by her endless suffering, 
and she is cheerless and forlorn like a Chakravaka bird sepa- 
rated from its mate, And these Asoka trees with their boughs 
heavily laden with lovely blossoms and the pleasant and clear 
rays of the moon, no longer hidden by mist, must be adding 
to her. distress.” 

Thus lamented Hanuman and he was lost in thought 
for a while. Then he looked again at Sita who was weighed 
down by sorrow like an overloaded vessel sinking in the 
ocean. She was sitting at the foot of the tree surrounded by 
fierce Rakshasis at the sight of whom the hair on one’s body 
would stand on end. Without any jewels on her, she looked 
like a tender creeper without any flowers. .Her only orna- 
ment now was her love for her lord. Decked with nothing 
but the splendour of her own form, she was, in her soiled 
clothes, like a lotus creeper covered with mire, at once glow- 
ing and dull. Her virtue was her only support now, and she 
was looking round anxiously like a frightened doe. 


7. RAVANA PRESSES HIS SUIT 


The night was over:and dawn was breaking. Hanuman 
decided to remain in the tree hiding himself carefully and 
watch. By that time, Ravana had awaked to the strains of 
sweet and auspicious music that was being played heralding 
the dawn. Immediately he thought of Sita; and unable to 
restrain his passionate soul he repaired at once to the Asoka 
gardens accompanied by his wives and a retinue of other 
women; some of whom were holding golden torches, some 
fans and seme the sceprre and swan-white royal umbrella 
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glistening like the full-moon, while some. carried goblets, 
inlaid with gems, filled with. wine. Hearing the tinkling of 
the ornaments and the anklets worn by the women, Hanuman 
looked in the direction from which the sound came, and he 
saw Ravana entering the garden. Ravana’s eyes were red 
with wine and passion; he was like the god of love personi- 
fred without his bow and arrows; and he was clad in a rich 
robe, white as Amrit (or foam-like nectar), which he was 
adjusting gracefully as he moved. As he approached Sita, 
Hanuman quietly drew nearer on the tree’s branch so. that 
he could follow clearly what was happening. 

Seeing Ravana coming, Sita trembled like a plantain tree 
swept by storm. Tears streamed down her face and she cover- 
ed her breasts at- once with her hands to hide it from his 
amorous eyes. Her thoughts flew towards her lord. Ravana 
saw her sitting depressed in the midst of fierce guards. Born 
in a noble family and married into yet another noble family, 
she now looked like one base-born doomed to suffering; like 
a fair name sullied by slander; like knowledge rusting by 
disuse; like hope frustrated; like dwindling income ; like 
king’s power flouted; like an army with its leaders dead ; 
like the sun’s glow overtaken by darkness; like a river run 
dry ; like fire no longer burning ; and like night when the 
moon is eclipsed. 

And Ravana, whom Death had already marked as his 
own, spoke softly and temptingly to Sita who was sitting 
oppressed with grief : 

“Fair dame, why are you afraid of me and why do you 
hide your charms from me? My heart yearns for you. It is 
the practice among Rakshasas to seize by force any women 
they like, and I cannot therefore be accused of any impro- 
priety in my conduct. But be assured that until you feel your- 
self drawn to me I shall not touch you. Dismiss, therefore, 
all your fears and & gracious to me. 
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O loveliest of women, it is not meet that you should 
keep your hair twisted into a single braid, sleep on bare 
gtound, don soiled robes and wear yourself out by fasting. 
‘Come, be my love; deck yourself with the fairest of flowers, 
with the best of perfumes, rich clothing and precious orna- 
‘ments; drink delicious wine, lie on soft bed and enjoy song, 
dancing and music. Youth and beauty are fleeting and, like 
-a flood, will never return. Sweet dame, there is none in the 
world to match you in beauty. After creating your most 
‘beauteous form it looks as if the Creator found that he had 
-come to the end of his art. 

O Sita, beauty such as yours no mortal can resist—aye, 
not Brahma himself. Come, give up this unreasoning ‘atti- 
tude. Be the queen of my queens. All the wealth I shave 
-acquired by conquest, this kingdom and myself are yours. For 
-your sake I shall conquer the whole world—for such is my 
-might—and present it to Janaka, your dear sire. 

Look at my wealth, my grandeur and fame. What can 
that Rama dressed in bark, dispossessed of his kingdom, toil- 
ing and wandering in the forest, give you? He might even 
‘be dead by now. Think no more of him. Even if he be 
-alive, he will never be able to set his eyes on you again, for 
‘he cannot wrest you from me. Can anyone see the moon 
hid by thick clouds ? Come, my sweet love ; decked in gar- 
lands of finest gold, come and enjoy with me in these lovely 
gardens, gay with heavy-blossomed trees and humming with 


“bees.” 
8. SITA’S REPLY 


Trembling with sorrow and with her mind concentrated 
on Rama, Sita made reply. She placed a blade of grass bet- 
-ween her and Ravana, and addressing it, as it were, she said 
slowly in a choked voice : | 
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“Ravana, turn your thoughts away from me; and love 
and cherish those who are yours. It is as futile for you to 
wish for me as it is for a sinner to hope for heaven. Would 
I, hailing from high estate and married into a noble line, 
stoop to commit a deed of shame? I am the wedded wife 
of another, and it is not right for you to expect me to be 
yours. O Raksbasa, the honour of other women should be 
as dear t@ you as that ot your own wives. Are there none 
here te give you proper counsel, or are you in your wicked- 
nes¢ setting them at nought? Alas, for your folly this rich 
Lanka which has the misfortune to have you as its ruler is 
fated to perish. 

Think not that I can be tempted by all your vaunted 
glory and wealth. I am as inseparable from Rama as radiance 
is from the sun. O Ravana, even now, if you care for your 
life and wish to continue to be the lord of Lanka, repent and 
hand me back to Rama and beg his pardon. The noble Rama 
is known for his magnanimity and affection for those wha 
seek refuge with him. Else, beware; you will soon hear the 
terrific twang of his bow, loud as Indra’s thunder-bolt ; and 
the shafts, like snakes vomiting fire, sped by Rama and 
Lakshmana and bearing their names, will pour all over Lanka.. 
And, like Garuda, the king of birds, seizing serpents, Rama 
will in an instant pull out all the Rakshasa serpents and send 
them to their doom. Wretch, go where you will—the high. 
mountain abode of Kubera or the abode of Varuna in the 
nether world—you cannot escape from mighty Rama even as: 
a tree, however big, cannot survive the lightning’s wrath.” 

Hearing these bitter words of Sita, Ravana retorted : 
“Proud dame, the more a man tries to appease a woman, the. 
more he falls into her snare; the more he speaks sweet 
words to her the more he is spurned. Like a skilful charioteer 
restraining the horses from going off the road, my love for: 
you is keeping my anger in check. Pity and tenderness ever: 
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follow the object we love. Else, for your scornful words, I 
should have killed you.- Let me remind you that there remain 
but two months out of the year’s grace I allowed you for 
making up your mind. If, when that period is over, you stilt 
refuse to be my wife I warn you that you will be chopped 
into pieces and made ready for my morning meal.” 


At this threat, the celestial women following Ravana 
were aghast, and looking piteously at Sita showed signs .f 
sympathy for her. Heartened a little by this and relying on 
the strength born of her virtues, Sita spoke firmly : 


“Methinks there are none interested in your welfare ; 
none to restrain you from following the evil course. Who, 
but your wicked self, would ever think of casting an insult- 
ing look on me, the wife of noble Rama, like unto Indra’s 
queen ? Wretch, how can you escape paying the penalty for 
your shameful behaviour to the wife of Rama of immeasur- 
‘able prowess ? Coward, you dare not face Rama—any more 
than a timid hare can stand up to a majestic tusker. Oh, how 
is it that those cruel eyes of yours, glaring at me, have not 
dropped from their sockets yet? Strange, indeed, that the 
tongue insulting Dasaratha’s daughter-in-law does not split 
into pieces! Know, Rakshasa, that but for want of Rama’s 
permission and the desire not to sully the merit arising from 
my saintly life I could have reduced you to ashes this very 
moment.” 

Eyes red with rage and hissing like a serpent, Ravana 
looked fiercely at Sita intent almost on killing her. And 
turning to her guards he ordered : 

“Ye guards, I ask you to do all you can to make this 
dame submit to my wishes quickly. For this purpose you 
may employ every means—persuasion, gifts, threat and even 
force.” 

Ravana then returned to his palace. 
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9. SITA’S LAMENT 


No sooner did Ravana leave the gardens than the terrt- 
ble Rakshasis gathered round Sita and harassed her in every 
way. Some went on extolling Ravana and dinned into her 
ears that she must consider herself an extremely fortunate 
woman and should not miss the chance of being the queen 
of mighty Ravana, and that if she refused she would surely 
die. Others ran down Rama saying: “Why should you be 
so foolishly clinging to that wretched and short-lived Rama ?” 

Hearing these unpleasant words Sita’s eyes were filled 
‘with tears and she said: | 

“I detest the mean and sinful words you are uttering. 
Eat me if you will; I shall never agree to do as you sug- 
gest. Be he bereft of kingdom and ever so humble, Rama is 
my lord. He is my guide and preceptor ; and I am as devot- 
ed to him as Suvarchala is to the Sun; as Sachi is to Indra ; 
as Savitri is to Satyavan; and Damayanti is to Nala.” 

Still they continued to threaten her, raising their fists 
and brandishing axes and spears. 

“Let us strangle her and tell the king that she is dead,” 
‘said one. 

Yet another said : | 

“No further parley; tear her to pieces; quickly get 
the wine that drowns all sorrow; and let us repair to the 
‘Western gate and make ourselves merry.” 

Terror-stricken and in utter despair, Sita clung to a 
‘branch of the Asoka tree thinking of Rama. Sobbing and 
sighing, she cried piteously : 

“O Rama, O Lakshmana, O mother Kausalya, O 
Sumitra! Truly has it been said by the wise that no one 
‘meets with death until the time is ripe for it; else, separated 
from Rama and tortured by these cruel fiends, I should have 
‘been dead by now. Blest indeed are they who are able to 
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behold my beloved and sweet-speeched lord, with eyes like 
lotus petals and the gait of a lion. But woe is me who can- 
not see him and who is slowly sinking oppressed with grief 
like a bark swept by storm on the high seas. I must surely 
have committed great sin in my past lives to have to be miser- 
able like this. I do not wish to live. But with these Raksha- 
sts Watching me, I cannot even put an end to myself. 

Raghava is renowned, wise, grateful, ever compassionate 
and true; but it is my misfortune that he pities me not. How 
is it that he has not come to my rescue ? Of his might there 
cannot be any doubt. He can surely slay Ravana in battle. 
Lanka, girt by the sea, is no doubt not easily accessible. But 
can any one on earth stay Rama’s furious shafts from striking 
Lanka ? What then could be the reason for the mighty Rama 
not rescuing his beloved wife stolen by the Rakshasa? Ah, 
I see now. He is probably not aware that I am shut up here. 
If he knew where I was he would never have been silent over 
this affront. If he comes to know of it he will, with his: 
arrows, in great rage surely tid the world of the Rakshasas, 
destroy Lanka, dry up the ocean and ruin the name and 
fame of this wretch. And from every Rakshasa home would 
be heard widow’s groans and cries even as I am now doing. 
Very soon this wish of mine will be fulfilled. And, ye Raksha- 
sis, take note that your cruel conduct forebodes destruction to: 
you all, and portents are not siecle that the ruin of this city 
is imminent. 

But, alas, I may not live to see this happen as the time 
allowed to me by the Rakshasa will be soon expiring when I 
shall be slain. Oh, how I wish some one would give me a 
little poison so that I can kill myself. 

Or it may be that Rama has passed away pining for 
me. Or could it be that Rama, ever devoted to Dharma, 
knower of truth and a saintly king, is no longer interested in 
me? It is well known that when one is out of sight one is: 
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forgotten. But such could never be the case with my lord, 
for he loves me dearly. Or could it be—oh, I shudder at the 
thought—that the wicked Ravana has got rid of the two 
brothers by some foul means. 

Oh, I cannot live separated from my beloved. [ shall 
put an end to myself.” 


10. TRIJATA’S DREAM 


Thus lamented Sita in her forlorn state. But among the 
demons guarding her, there was a Rakshasa matron by the 
name of Trijata (daughter of Vibhishana) who reproved her 
companions thus : 

“Ye wicked dames, think not of eating Sita; it looks 
as if you will soon be eating one anothet’s bodies. For I have 
just had a terrible dream which presages the ruin of the 
Rakshasa race and the success of this woman’s husband. I! 
dreamt that Rama, clad in white robes and wearing garlands 
of white flowers, was approaching Lanka with Lakshmana in 
a chariot made of ivory and drawn by a thousand swans. I 
saw Sita in white robes on the mountain-crest here glistening 
like the sun. Then I saw Rama and Lakshmana, seated on an 
elephant, huge as a mountain, moving towards the mountain 
top where Sita joined them ; and rising from Rama’s lap she 
was touching the sun and moon. With all the three seated 
on it, the elephant moved in the skies over Lanka. Then, 
coming into Lanka in a chariot drawn by eight white bul- 
locks, they sat in the celestial Kee of Ravana and flew away 
in a northerly direction. 7 

Further, I saw Ravana falling from his chariot and being 
dragged by a woman. His head was shorn and he was weat- 
ing red robes and red garlands; was smeared with oil and 
was drunk. Laughing, dancing, drinking oil, and raving, ke 
was driving away rapidly in a southerly direction in a car 
drawn by asses. I also saw his brother Kumbhakarna and 


‘ 
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his sons similarly making for the south. Of the prominent 
Rakshasas only Vibhishana was seen by me wearing white 
robes and wreaths and seated on a majestic elephant, along 
with his counsellors, in all pomp and glory. 

And in my dream I saw too this fair city with all its 
wealth, its gates and towers wrecked, sinking in the ocean, 
after being burnt by a mighty Vanara, the agent of Rama. 

Ye sisters, take heed that the mighty Rama will not 
easily spare those who have made the life of his beloved wife 
miserable. Therefore, ‘cease harassing Sita; and let us beg 
her to forgive us; for she alone cam save us.” 


11. HANUMAN MAKES HIS PRESENCE 
KNOWN TO SITA 


After the unpleasant visit of Ravana in the morning, his 
threats and the cruel behaviour of the demons, Sita was so 
overwhelmed by grief that she wanted to. put afl end to her 
life by hanging herself: from ai branch of the Asoka tree, her 
long braid serving as a rope for the purpose. While she was 
thus thinking, she noticed several auspicious and encourag- 
ing signs which, from her past experience, seemed to her to 
speak of coming good fortune; her left eye was quivering ; 
her left arm and left thigh shook ; and her soiled robe slip- 
ped down slightly. And as the tender seedling, faded by wind 
and sun, revives when rains begin, even so did Sita brighten 
on seeing these omens. The fever of her heart began to sub- 
side and her face glowed with hope like the autumnal sky 
at the oe of the moon. 

eanwhile, Hanuman who had been silently watching 
all that was passing pondered : 

“T have been lucky in finding Sita heré when thousands 
of Vanaras have been. searching for her elsewhere in vain. I 
have seen this place and have also got some idea of these 
Rakshasas- and a. measure of Ravana’s strength. Jt now 
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remains for me to bring some cheer to Sita who is longing to 
see her husband. It would be wrong for me to go back with- 
out seeing her and comforting her. For one thing, in her 
forlorn state, she may put an end to herself, and all our 
efforts would have been in vain. Then there is Rama who 
would be anxious to know all about her and who would ask 
me, ‘What message do you bring for me from my beloved ?’ 

It would, however, not be wise to speak to her betore 
these demons. How then am I to get in touch with her ? 
That is the question. It seems that I should wait and take 
my chance when they are less vigilant. 

Again, when I do get such an opportunity, how shall ! 
disclose myself and speak to her without alarming her and 
bringing disaster on all ? For, in her present state of mind, 
she might easily mistake me for Ravana in another guise. I 
must, therefore, so conduct myself that she should see and 
listen to me without fear. I shall, from my hiding place here, 
first sing the praise of Rama so that her fears may be removed 
and she may be attracted by my loving narration 
about him.” 

Accordingly, as soon as he found that the demons watch- 
ing Sita were sleeping soundly, having apparently relaxed 
their vigilance after hearing Trijata’s dream, Hanuman began 
to recite softly and sweetly, so as to be heard by her, the story 
and glory of Rama from the beginning down to the despatch 
of the Vanara hosts in quest of Sita. Concluding, he said : 
“In this search for her I have leaped a hundred leagues across 
this ocean. And I am happy that I have at last found her, 
as she correspends in form, colour and splendour to the 
woman described by Rama.” 

Having said this, Hanuman remained silent. Sita was 
greatly surprised at hearing these words and looked up at 
the tree, full of fear, with her face hidden by her beautiful 
tresses. Her thoughts centered in Rama, she looked up and 
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down and all round with anxious eyes and felt happy. At 
last her eyes fell on the monkey sitting above on the tree. 
Trembling at the unexpected sight, Sita kept looking at 
the monkey which was speaking words so welcome to her 
ears. Overcome with fear by its terrible appearance she 
cried: “OQ Rama, O Lakshmana” and began to weep. 
Gathering herself after a while she thought she must have 
been dreaming. As it was held to be ill-omened to see a 
monkey in one’s dream she prayed in her mind: “May not 
ill-luck attend Rama, Lakshmana and my sire. Yet it could 
be no dream, as sleep has forsook me, oppressed with grief. 
Thinking ever of Rama and with Rama ever on my lips it 
is perhaps my mind’s fancy that everything I see is Rama 
and everything I hear is about him. But how comes it that 
I actually see a monkey and it is speaking ? I bow to Bri- 
haspati, the celestial preceptor, to Indra, the chief of the 
gods, to Brahma, the Creator, and the Fire-god. May what 
I have heard turn out to be the truth and not otherwise.” 


12. HANUMAN SPEAKS TO SITA 


Hanuman then came down from the tree, made obei- 
sance to her and with folded hands spoke : 

“Honoured dame, who may you be and why are you 
standing here clinging to the tree and weeping ? Are you 
a goddess, or do you belong to the Aswra class or are you 
one of the celestial women ? O lovely lady, who is the son, 
father, brother or husband for whom you might be grieving ? 
Seeing that you are shedding tears and your feet are touch- 
ing the ground you could not be a goddess. And judging 
from the marks on you methinks you are a princess. If you 
have been forcibly brought here from Janasthan by Ravana 
then you must be Sita; and may you be blest. Your grief 
and beauty unsurpassed among mortals and the hermit’s garb 
declare you, beyond doubt, to be Rama’s queen.” 
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Sita was thrilled to hear Hanuman mention the name 
of Rama. She told him all about herself and ended by 
saying : : 

“There remains but two months out of the time allowed 
to me by the wicked fiend, and my life is forfeit when that 
period expires.” 

Hanuman was deeply moved by her grief and he said 
slowly : 

“Madam, know that under Rama’s orders I have come 
to you as his messenger. He is safe and sends you his greet- 
ings. And Lakshmana too, his devoted companion, full cf 
grief over you, sends you his respectful salutations.” 

Hearing that Rama and Lakshmana were safe Sita was 
filled with joy and observed : 

“Truly has it been said that if a man lives he is bound 
to see happy days at least in a hundred years.” 

As they began freely to talk to each other Hanuman 
slowly approached her. With each step he took to draw 
nearer, Sita became increasingly suspicious that he must be 
Ravana. “O how foolish of me to have spoken like this to 
this monkey! It must be Ravana again in another form,” 
she said to herself and sank to the ground in distress. 

And to Hanuman, who sensing her anxious fears, was 
reverently bowing to assure her she said deeply sighing : 

“Oh, you must be the same Ravana who deceived me 
by presenting himself as a hermit before me in Janasthan. 
It is cruel of you to cause further pain to one who is already 
worn by fasting and woe, by mocking her by appearing in 
yet another false guise. But, wait, I may be wrong; for 
I feel so happy seeing you. And if you are really come as 
Rama’s messenger may you be blest. I beg you, Vanara, to 
recount the glory of my lord as I love to hear it.” 

And to Sita, who was still in doubt about him, Hanu- 
man spoke extolling Rama’s many virtues and said in the end : 
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“Madam, you will soon see Ravana receiving the 
punishment he deserves at the hands of wrathful Rama who 
will kill him in battle with his shafts like unto a blazing 
fre. You will soon see both Rama and Lakshmana here 
accompanied by their friend Sugriva, the lord of the Vana- 
ras, and millions of his Vanara warriors. Know me to be 
Counsellor to that Vanara Chief. I have come here, after 
leaping over the sea, determined to find you and teach that 
fiend Ravana a lesson. Noble lady, be assured that I am 
not Ravana as you seem to suspect. Cast your doubts aside ; 
and, ‘pray, believe me.” 

Having heard Hanuman’s account, Sita asked him in 
a sweet voice : 

“O Vanara, please tell me how you came to know 
Rama and Lakshmana and how Vamaras and men became 
friends. Tell me also the distinguishing marks that grace 
Rama and Lakshmana and thereby remove all my doubts 
and fears.” 


13. THE TOKEN 


Accordingly, Hanuman gave in detail the information 
Sita needed; and further to reassure her he added : 

“Auspicious dame, see this ring with Rama’s name 
engraven thereon—this token given to me by Rama—which 
should satisfy you that I am his humble servant.” 

Sita-held the dear token in her hand, and looking at 
it she- felt as though Rama was with her and her joy knew 
no bounds. Then checking herself she. spoke warmly : 


“O best of Vanaras, you must be a hero, mighty and 
wise, to have succeeded in coming all alone to this land of 
giants. He who could leap a hundred leagues, braving the 
sea, aS it were a mere cow’s footprint and who has dared 
Ravana’in his own home could be no mean Vanara. You 
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are indeed a fit messenger worthy of Rama’s trust and spe- 
cially chosen by him; and I can speak with you frankly 
and freely. 

It is my good fortune that Rama and Lakshmana are 
doing well. Why then is Rama holding his hand and why 
does he not in anger at losing me burn this world like the 
all-destroying fire? I suppose that the time is not yet ripe 
for my. sorrows to end. Speak, if he is overwhelmed by 
gricf on my account and is not neglecting to bend his ener- 
gies for the task before him. And, though I may be out of 
his sight, I hope I am not out of his mind and that he 
continues to cherish me. 3 

Would not Bharata, out of the fondness of his heart 
for his brother, send his large army to Rama’s aid, and would 
not Rama’s friend Sugriva with his Vamnara hordes march 
by his side to rescue me ?. Will I soon be seeing Ravana 
smitten by Rama’s blazing shafts ? O Vamara, the hope that 
I shall be hearing that Rama, to whom I am more dear than 
father; mother and all others, would be rescuing me is a 
that is left to me and it is that which is sustaining me.” 

Holding his folded hands pevenenily over his head 
Hanuman replied : 

“Noble lady, Rama does not know that you are here ; 
else, he would have come rushing to your rescue, as Indra 
did of old in recovering Sachi. The moment that he learns 
from me about you he will march towards this place with. 
the Vanara legions. He will still the raging sea with his 
countless shafts and will rid Lanka of the Rakshasas. Should 
death himself, with all the gods, stand in his way he would 
annihilate them. And you will soon see your dear lord. 
Believe me, honoured dame, I swear to this by the great 
mountains, Malaya, Vindhya, Meru and Mandara, the home- 
land of Vanaras, and by the roots and fruits on which they 
~ subsist. 


286 SUNDARA-KANDA 


O daughter of Videha king, bereft of you Rama eats 
meat or drinks wine no more, and subsists merely on roots 
and fruits of the forest. He is ever brooding over you. Sleep 
has forsaken him ; or if perchance he feels drowsy he wakes 
up suddenly uttering longingly, ‘Sita, Sita’. And if he sees 
any lovely flowers or fruits or anything beautiful his mind 
at once harks back to you and he sighs and cries, ‘O my 
love’. Nor does he spare himself in trying to find you.” 

While she was happy to hear all about Rama her heart 
was sorely troubled to know that he was suffering acutely 
on her account, and she relapsed into grief and became lustre- 
less as an early winter night with the moon slightly clouded. 

And she then spoke : 

“What you said of my lord is to me like nectar mixed 
with poison—pleasing and distressing at the same time. © 
great Vanara, Fate rules us all. In weal or woe it drags us 
as its captive bound by chain. See how it is playing with 
Rama, Lakshmana and me. Like a bark wrecked in mid-sea 
drifting with great difficulty to the shore, oh, when will my 
beloved reach the shore of sorrow’s ocean in which he is 
floating 2? When will my lord destroy these Rakshasas, smite 
his foe, Ravana, raze this city of Lanka and join me? Barely 
two months remain for me to live out of the year’s grace 
that the Rakshasa has allowed. Vibhishana, Ravana’s bro- 
ther, has oft pleaded with him to restore me to Rama, but 
in vain. Hurry back, therefore, and tell Rama there is no 
time to lose.” ae 


14. SITA DECLINES HANUMAN’S OFFER 
TO CARRY HER 


And to Sita whose eyes were full of tears as she spoke 
these words Hanuman said : 

“Lady, be assured that as soon as Rama hears my 
account of you, he will march against Lanka with our Vanara 
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legions. Or, better still, I shall save you from all further 
misery this very instant. Come, get on my back; and flying 
across the sea, just as I came here, I shall take you to your 
lord’s presence in no time. I shall be flying so fast that no 
Rakshasa can reach me.” 

To convince her that he was capable of doing so, Hanu- 
man quickly rose in stature from a small monkey of the 
size of a cat to a monster monkey, huge as Mandara and 
Meru mountains, and was glowing like a blazing fire. 

Sita looked at him wondering and said : 

“O great Vanara, I know now how marvellous you are. 
{ know now your prowess and might, your speed like unto 
a tempest and glory dazzling like fire. Could any ordinary 
mortal have come here crossing this limitless sea? Still [ 
may not go with you. For when you are flying with the 
rapidity of wind I may get dizzy and fall into the sea. And 
if, in any fight with the Rakshasas, they. were to get the bet- 
ter of you—and one can never be sure of success in war— 
I should be a captive again, or they might even kill me. 
O hero, were you to destroy all the Rakshasas—capable as 
you are of doing so—would you not be denying Rama the 
glory of doing it? More than all, there is this strong objec- 
tion to the course suggested by you: I cannot, as a true wife, 
touch, of my own accord, the body of any one but my 
lord. It is meet that Rama should come himself, slay Ravana 
with his kith and kin and rescue me. Therefore, O best of 
Vanaras, be so good as to go and get Rama and Lakshmana 
to come here quickly with the Vanara chiefs, and by doing 
so gladden me who is wasting away by long sorrowing.” 

Hanuman replied : 

“Thoughtful words these that you have uttered, natural 
to a woman, true and modest. I now realise that you would 
not be able to travel on my back while I am flying across 
the wide sea. And, O daughter of Janaka, as for your objec- 
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tion to touching the body of another save that of your lord 
it is fully worthy of the wife of the high-souled Rama. I 
made this suggestion to carry you on my back in all inno- 
cence, moved solely by the desire quickly to unite you and 
Rama. For J have a great regard for Rama and devoted to 
both of you. But if you cannot come with me, pray, give me 
some token which Rama may know.” 


15. SITA’S TOKEN 


With eyes brimming with tears and in a choked voice 
Sita said slowly : 

‘Vanara, here is the best sign that I can think of— 
this incident of old which occurred when Rama and I were 
living at Chitrakuta. Remind Rama of this in these words 
of mine: 

‘Rama, I was one day resting in your lap after roaming 
happily in the woods around Chitrakuta hill when a crow be- 
gan pecking my body. I flung a clod of earth at it and tried 
to frighten it away. But it persisted in coming, and, intent 
on pecking my breast, it began to pull my garment. When 
I rose in anger tightening my garment which was slipping 
and failed to drive away the bird and saw you laughing at 
me, I was hurt and began to shed tears. My lord, you then 
spoke softly to me and comforted me.’ 

A little later when Rama was sleeping on my lap, the 
same crow started pecking my breast again and I began to 
bleed. Unable to bear the pain any longer I woke up Rama. 
When he saw the wound on my breast he became furious ; 
and seeing before him the culprit crow, he took a reed from 
the mat on which he was lying, and charging it with super- 
natural powers he flung it at the crow. Pursued by the magic 
shaft, it flew all over the world and could find refuge no- 
where. At last it came and sought refuge with Rama, and 
that protector of the weak, in his infinite mercy, saved it 
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although the bird (which was no other than Indra’s son in 
disguise) deserved to be slain. 

And tell this to Rama from me: 

‘O lord of the earth, in such a small matter concern- 
ing me you became so furious as to shoot a terrible dart at 
what looked like a mere bird. But why are you indifferent 
towards the Rakshasa who has stolen me? O best of men, 
take pity on me. I am helpless.’ | 

And further tefl him this, again and yet again: 

‘O son of Dasaratha, I shall keep myself alive for a 
month more and no longer. You must therefore rescue me 
soon even as the goddess of glory was brought back from 
the nether world of yore.’ ” 

Sita then took out a gem and handed it to Hanuman to 

give to her lord. Hanuman then reverently made obeisance 
to her by going round her and prepared to return, pleased 
with the success of his mission. 


16. HANUMAN DESTROYS THE ASOKA GARDEN 


After leaving Sita, Hanuman sat musing for a while in 
the garden : | 3 

“The purpose of my visit has been fulfilled. I have 
found Sita. There remains now but little for me to do,” he 
said to himself. “These cruel fiends are not amenable to 
reason ; the rich are not tempted by bribes; and those wax- 
ing proud of their strength will scorn all attempts to sow 
dissension. Methinks might is the only weapon worth con- 
sidering in the circumstances. If I fight and slay some of 
their heroes and give them a foretaste of what is in store for 
them they may perhaps relent. He is a true emissary who, 
while carrying out his mission, achieves, at the same time, 
other objects not inconsistent with his main purpose. I shall 
be fully performing the task assigned to me by my king only 
if I return with a measure of the strength of these Rakshasas 
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and some idea of what is in Ravana’s mind which I cannot 
get without meeting them in battle. Well, I shall destroy 
this lovely garden, dear to Ravana, and this will surely pro- 
voke him into sending his forces to fight me.’ 

With this resolution, Hanuman tore down the trees, 
destroyed embankments and-artistic mounds and laid waste 
the grove. And that beautiful garden, the favourite pleasure- 
resort of Ravana’s wives, looked as if a raging fire had passed 
over it. He then went and waited at the entrance to the 
garden expecting to be attacked by the Rakshasas. 

The crash of the trees falling and the cries of birds flying 
away in fright struck terror into the citizens of Lanka. The 
demons guarding Sita were also awakened by the noise. They 
saw Hanuman who grew bigger and bigger in size just to 
scare them. And, full of fear, they asked Sita : 

“Who is this monster? Where does he come from ? 
Why has he come and what has he been telling you? Tell 
us and fear not.” 

Sita naively replied : 

“How should I know the devious ways of your Raksha- 
sas who can take any form at will? You must be able to 
say, for they are your kin. A serpent only knows a serpent’s 
feet. I too am frightened at the sight of this creature.” 

Some of the she-fiends rushed to Ravana and reported : 

“O king, a terrible monkey has come to the Asoka 
gardens. It was speaking to Sita who is not inclined to tell 
us who he is. We know not whether he is a messenger from 
Indra or Kubera or a secret agent sent by Rama in search 
ef Sita. He has destroyed your beautiful garden excepting 
the portion where Sita lives.” 

Ravana was furious at hearing this. His eyes flashed 
fire and he bade a select band of his warriors, eighty thou- 
sand strong, to go and punish the presumptuous monkey. 
Armed with a variety of weapons they rushed towards 
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Hanuman and. surrounded him like fire-flies round a fire. 
Undaunted, Hanuman grew further in size on seeing them, 
and beating the ground with his tail roared saying : 

“Success to mighty Rama and Lakshmana! Success to 
my king Sugriva, friend and ally of Rama! Ye Rakshasas, 
know me to be the servant of Rama, the Kosala king; and 
the son of the Wind-god. I am the destroyer of foes. With 
only trees and stones for my weapons, I am more than a 
match for hundred: Ravanas. Before the eyes of all the 
Rakshasas 1 shall lay waste the city of Lanka; and after 
paying my respects to the Mithila dame I shall go back with 
my task accomplished.” 

He looked round, and pulling an iron bolt from the 
garden gates he dealt deadly blows on the attacking force 
till most of them were slain and the rest fled. 

He next destroyed the temple in the woods sacred to 
the Rakshasas and returned to the entrance to the garden 
where he sat awaiting further attacks on him. 

Ravana sent more warriors led by Prahasta’s son and 
yet others led by the sons of his other counsellors, and they 
all shared the same fate at the hands of Hanuman. : 

When Ravana heard of this he pondered for a while, 
and summoning five of his commanders known for their 
prowess, wisdom and speed he said : 

~ “Ye heroes, go ye with your chariots, horses and ele- 
phants and punish that Vanara. You will have to set about 
your task carefully, employing every art that may be needed ; 
for, judging from what he has done, he could’ be no mean 
monkey. He appears to me to be a mighty demon created 
specially by Indra for doing us harm. Indra and the gods 
have been defeated by us in the past, and it is therefore only 
to be expected that they are intent on injuring us in some 
way or other. I know of Vanaras like Sugriva, Vali, Jambu- 
vantha and others of great might, but none as clever, mighty 
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and capable of taking any form at will as this terrible crea- 
ture. It behoves you therefore to put forth your best in order 
to smite him.” 

Accordingly they went and attacked Hanuman, and a 
grim battle took place. Once again, Hanuman beat them off 
and killed the leaders. Then he was attacked by Akshaya, 
the redoubtable son of Ravana, who fought so well that 
Hanuman hesitated at first to kill the young hero, but in the ~ 
end he decided that it would not be wise to spare him and so 
he slew him and returned to the garden gate where he stood 
like Yama (Death) himself at the time of the deluge. 


17. HANUMAN CAPTURED 


Though sorely grieved to hear of Akshaya’s death 
Ravana checked his grief and said to his son Indrajit : 

“O son, in knowledge and use of arms, you are the best 
of the Rakshasas, and you have also secured celestial wea- 
pons by propitiating Brahma. None can withstand you in 
battle, be they gods or Asuras. You ate my peer in prowess 
and in handling weapons, and I ever rely on you in battle. 
The Kinkara watriors of ours, the seven heroic sons of our 
counsellors, our five generals and your dear brother Akshaya 
have all been killed and our forces beaten off by this terrible 
Vanara. Now go you quickly, my ablest and trusted warrior, 
and measure your strength with that Vanara of remarkable 
daring and might. I am loth to send you, son, on this dan- 
gerous errand, but I am doing so as duty demands it.” 

Mighty Indrajit respectfully took leave of his father, and 
getting into his chariot he proceeded, full of confidence, to 
meet the foe. Hanuman heard the thunder of his chariot and 
the twang of his bow and, growing quickly in size, shouted 
triumphantly. Indrajit poured his well-aimed keen shafts on 
him. But Hanuman nimbly sprang into the air and avoided 
them skilfully. Failing to hit him, Ravana’s son concluded 
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that he would not be able to kill him and accordingly sped 
a charmed celestial missile which benumbed Hanuman’s 
limbs; and as the Vamara fell on the ground he said to 
himself : 

“This charmed missile blessed by Brahma, the Creator, 
no one can flout. I must submit to it. It is not likely to do 
me any harm as Brahma, Indra and Vayu are all my protec- 
tors. And there might be some advantage too in being thus 
taken captive, as it will give me a chance to meet Ravana 
and speak to him.” 

The Rakshasas then. pressed round him and bound him 
with ropes and bark of trees. Hanuman bore patiently their 
abuse and threats and the suffering they caused him. When 
he was thus bound by other cords the charm of the missile 
was lost which, however, Hanuman did not realise at the 
moment. And they dragged him before Ravana shouting 
triumphantly. 


18. HANUMAN MEETS RAVANA 


Hanuman stood before Ravana looking at him steadily 
with eyes red with wrath. He saw him resplendent with a 
crown of gold adorned with clusters of pearls and wearing 
ornaments sparkling with priceless gems, of design the best 
that the mind could think of. He was clad in a rich silken 
robe and his body was smeared with perfume. With ten 
heads like the peaks of the Mandara mountain and twenty 
arms like five-headed mighty snakes he was sitting on a 
magnificent crystal throne, studded with gems, with a rich 
carpet spread on it. Lovely women, well-decked, stood behind 
waiting on him with chowries in their hands. And there were 
with him his four able and wise counsellors, like the four 
oceans girdling the world. Hanuman saw him sitting there 
in all splendour like the clouds resting on the lofty Meru 
peak. So majestic did the Rakshasa monarch look that, though 
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he was suffering at the hands of the Rakshasas, Hanuman 
could not help admiring him. And he said to himself : 

“Oh, what beauty, what valour and might, what splen- 
dour and wealth of regal grace! If only he were not un- 
righteous he would be fit to rule even over heaven with 
all its gods.” 

At the sight of Hanuman before him Ravana was filled 
with rage. But struck by the monkey’s majestic form, he 


pondered for a little while and was troubled with the thought : 
“Can this be the honoured god Nandi, in the guise of 


a monkey, who cursed me of yore (for taunting him that 
he looked like a monkey and said that Vanaras would cause 
my downfall) ? Or could this be Bali, the renowned Asura, 
come to injure me ?” 

He then asked his minister Prahasta to ascertain who 
the monkey was and why he had come to Lanka. 

And Prahasta asked : 

“O monkey, be not afraid. Say if you have been sent 
here by Indra? Or have you come as a messenger from 
Kubera, Yama or Varuna, or as a spy from Lord Vishnu 
intent on conquering us? Though in form a monkey, your 
prowess belies it. Speak the truth and you will be safe; or 
your life will be forfeit.” 

Hanuman replied addressing Ravana: “O lord of 
Rakshasas, 1 come neither from Indra, Yama nor Varuna, 
and I have also nothing to do with Kubera. Nor am I spy- 
ing for Vishnu. I am a plain Vanara come here to see you. 
As I found it difficult to approach you, I ruined your garden 
hoping that it would give me an opportunity of meeting 
you. And when your blood-thirsty Rakshasas attacked me J 
slew them in self-defence. Not even the gods or Asuras can 
bind these limbs with missiles or chains. Such is the boon 
granted to me by the great sire himself. In this instance 
I submitted to Brahma’s charmed missile solely with the 
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object of appearing before you. And although I have been 
released from the spell of that missile, the moment that the 
Rakshasas bound me with ropes of their own, I have kept 
quiet so that I may gain your presence for the purpose I 
have in view. Know me as the messenger of Rama of in- 
finite prowess. And, O king, hearken now to what I am 
going to say for your good. 

I have come to you under orders of Susriva. the lord 
of Vanaras. My name is Hanuman, the son of the Wind- 
god; and I came here, leaping the wide sea of a hundred 
leagues, in quest of Sita, wife of Rama, the friend and ally 
of my king, and have found her. 

Sugriva sends his greetings to you and wants me to 
convey to you this message of righteous import making for 
your good both here and hereafter : 

‘O great and learned king, you know well the rules 
of duty and profit; and have earned great merit by pet- 
forming severe penance. It is not meet that you should 
hold the wife of another as captive. Wise people like you 
should never indulge in tasks opposed to all principles of 
good conduct, fraught with danger and likely to bring utter 
ruin. 

O king, there is none in all the three worlds who can 
escape from the wrath. of Rama. Therefore, listen to me 
and restore Janaki to her god-like husband. 

Sita is no ordinary woman. She is like a five-headed 
snake and will be the death of you. And even if they be 
gods they can keep her no more than one can survive after 
eating food mixed with deadly poison. Let not the merit 
acquired by your stern austerities be lost by committing an 
unrighteous deed. 

O Ravana, you may be living in the fond belief that 
you are safe as, by hard penance, you have secured the boon 
that neither gods nor demons can slay you. But Sugriva may 
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yet give you a mortal blow, for he is neither a god nor a 
demon. He is only a Vanara. And Rama too is only a 
man. Think not that the merit of your past austerities will 
save you. No one can escape paying the penalty for his mis- 
deeds, as you will soon see it. 

Ponder, therefore, what you should do in your own 
interests, bearing in mind that, single-handed, Rama annihi- 
lated your brothers with all their Rakshasa legions in Jana- 
sthan; that he slew the mighty Vali; and that Rama and 
Sugriva are allies. Here and now, I can, unaided, destroy 
Lanka with all its horses, chariots and elephants. But I may 
not do so as Rama has sworn before all the Vanaras that 
he would himself smite the foes who have caused Sita all 
this woe. | 

Ravana, be sensible; put not round your neck the 
noose of Death in the guise of Sita. Let not your friends, 
your kith and kin and this city of Lanka be ruined on your 
account. O lord of Rakshasas, believe me and heed my 
words. Rama is invincible, and not all the gods nor the 
Creator himself can save one who has offended him.” 


19. THE PUNISHMENT OF HANUMAN 


Thus spoke Hanuman, fearlessly, words which were 
not pleasing to Ravana. And, full of fury, Ravana ordered 
that Hanuman be put to death. 

But the wise Vibhishana, disagreeing with the severe 
sentence passed by his angry brother on Hanuman who was 
after all an ambassador, pondered for a while and then 
humbly made this appeal : 

“Lord of Rakshasas, be not angry; calm yourself and 
be so good as to listen to me. Wise and noble kings never . 
condemn an envoy to death. It goes both against the rules 
of statecraft and the ways of the world. You are wise and 
discriminating and versed in statecraft. It is not meet that 
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those like you, learned in holy lore, should be led away by 
anger. I beg you, O sire, to reflect and mete out the appro- 
priate punishment.” 

Still in fury Ravana replied : 

“O destroyer of foes, it is no sin slaying a wicked per- 
son. I am therefore ordering that this wretch be put to 
death.” - 

Vibhishana, however, spoke again dissuading his bro- 
ther from that course: 

“O king, it has been declared by the wise that an envoy 
should never be punished with loss of life. This Vanara is 
doubtless arrogant and is a foe to us. It is also true he has 
done us great injury. Yet according to the wise he cannot 
be condemned to death. Such a thing is unheard of. There 
are other ways of punishing an envoy, such as disfiguring 
him, thrashing him and having his head shorn. I fail to see 
what we are going to gain by killing him. Let such punish- 
ment fall on the heads.of those who have sent him. For 
this creature, be he pleasant or unpleasant, is but a servant 
who is carrying out the orders of his master. Besides, should 
he be slain, who is there that can get the two princes, Rama 
and Lakshmana, who are far away to come here crossing the 
seas. And you, who love fighting and whom neither gods 
nor Asuras can overcome, would be missing the glorious 
chance of smiting your foes, the two brothers.” 

Hearing the sound counsel of his brother Ravana said : 

“What you say is correct. I agree it would not be 
right on our part to inflict the penalty of death on an envoy. 
Let him be punished suitably otherwise. A monkey is said 
to be proud of its tail. Set fire to this Vanara’s tail and let 
him go back to his people disfigured. With his tail burning 
let him first be taken round the city for the people to see.” 

The Rakshasa watriors at once brought strips of old 
cotton cloth and began to wind them round the tail of 
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Hanuman. As they were doing so he swelled in size enor- 
mously like a forest fire thriving on dried-up trees. And 
after pouring oil and setting fire to the tail they dragged him 
through the high-way and by-ways, blowing conches, beat- 
ing drums and shouting triumphantly. Hanuman bore all 
their rough handling of him patiently, happy with the 
thought that he was serving Rama and that his passage 
through the city would give him a good opportunity to see 
in broad daylight the many sights of the city, including the 
fortifications and other installations for defence, which he 
could not see properly when he was searching for Sita the 
night before. 

The streets were crowded by all classes of the people, 
male and female, young and old, all eager to see the mon- 
key whom the guards were declaring as ‘The spy, The spy’. 
Some of the Rakshasis who saw this spectacle reported to 
Sita with glee: 

“O Sita, that copper-coloured monkey with whom you 
spoke has been captured and is being paraded through the 
city with his tail in flames.” 

Hearing this frightful news, Sita felt as distressed in 
mind as if her life was ebbing away. And she invoked the 
Fire-god and fervently prayed for Hanuman’s safety : 

“O Fire-god, if I have served my husband well, if I 
have observed my vows strictly and if I have been true to 
my lord, be kind to Hanuman. If the noble Rama has any 
pity for me and if there is any portion of my good fortune 
still left may you be gracious to him. If the high-souled 
Rama believes in my rectitude and my eagerness to meet 
him, may the flames turn cool and spare Hanuman.” 

Then; as if in answer to her prayers, Hanuman found 
to his astonishment that he felt neither any pain nor the 
sensation of burning; and a chilling wind sent by the 
‘Wind-god. began to blow too. And Hanuman said to himself : 
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“Strange that though the fire is blazing, it is not burning 
me. Indeed, I feel as if I am covered with snow. Ah, I 
see now. This mercy of the fire towards me must be due 
to the blessing of Rama who must also have made the 
mountain rise from the ocean to help me, his humble ser- 
vant, while leaping over the sea. I owe the fire’s kindness 
to Rama’s might, to that noble dame Sita’s regard for me 
and to the Fire-god’s friendship with my sire.” 


20. THE BURNING OF LANKA 


Thus mused Hanuman for a while and then suddenly 
' $prang into the air and reached the gates of the city. He 
then shrank his body to a small size and slipped out of the 
bonds that had held him. He quickly grew big again, and 
pulling a heavy iron bolt from the doors he slew his guards. 

Highly pleased at having accomplished all that he had 
set out to do, Hanuman sat there for a moment viewing 
Lanka and thinking as to what he should do next. 
| “What remains there for me to do to cause these 
Rakshasas further woe?” he said to himself. “I have des- 
troyed their beautiful garden, slain many of their heroic 
warriors; and annihilated a part of their army. There is, 
however, one thing yet to be done, and that is the destruc- 
tion of this city. I shall then feel satisfied that my visit has 
fully served its purpose. And the task is easy too. I shall 
make an offering of these magnificent buildings to the merci- 
ful fire that is blazing on my tail.” 

Having made this resolution, Hanuman bore down, 
with his tail all in flames, on the mansions of the Rakshasa 
chieftains, like a cloud emitting lightning. He rushed from. 
house to house setting fire everywhere as he went and roared 
like the clouds at the time of the deluge. The house of 
Vibhishana was the only one he spared. And a strong wind 
helped in spreading the fire quickly. Their storyied palaces 


300 SUNDARA-KANDA 


with all their ornamental works came down crashing to the 
ground, and molten silver and gold flowed freely. 

Unable to stem the raging fire and save their houses 
the Rakshasas ran wildly hither and thither crying: “Oh, 
this is no monkey. It is the all-destroying fire itself in the 
guise of a monkey”. With babies in their arms and their 
hair dishevelled, women threw themselves from the terraces 
of the houses to the ground. The air was filled with the 
groans and crying of the people, of horses and elephants 
and of birds and beasts. And the fire swept over the whole 
of Lanka, blazing like a million suns and roaring like a 
thunderbolt tearing the earth asunder. 

Hanuman reached the Trikuta mountain and, resting on 
its crest, he viewed the ruined city below, still not satisfied 
with the havoc he had done. The gods were astonished to 
see his exploits and sang his praises from the skies. And 
they all, together with the sages and other celestials, were 
happy that the end of Ravana was nearing. 

He then dipped into the sea and extinguished the fire 
on his tail. And as he stood meditating on what he had 
done the thought suddenly struck him unnerving him for 
a while: 

“Oh, what have I done! In my fury I have burnt the 
whole of Lanka, quite forgetting that Sita was there. Happy 
indeed are they who can control their wrath through their 
wisdom. What crime is there that an angry man would 
not commit ? He would kill even his own honoured pre- 
ceptor. He recks not what he does or what he says. He 
only is worthy of being called a man who patiently curbs 
his anger, like a serpent discarding its worn-out slough. 

When the whole of Lanka has been reduced to ashes 
the noble dame must have also surely suffered? Woe is 
me who has thus thoughtlessly done such disservice to my 
master. If Sita is no more and all my labour has been lost, 
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meseems I should kill myself at once. Shall I throw my- 
self into a blazing fire or drown myself in the sea for the 
many cteatures of the deep to feed upon? Wretch that I 
am, after what I have done, how can I go back and look 
Rama, Lakshmana and Sugriva in the face? I have, by this 
rash deed, shown to the three worlds today what a foolish 
creature the monkey is.” 

While he was thus troubled in mind he noticed some 
omens which he knew from experience to be auspicious. 
Cheered by this and reflecting further he said to himself : 

“Perhaps the radiance of her virtues has saved her. This 
fire could not have burnt her. Would fire consume fire ? She 
is the wife of the righteous and glorious Rama; and, pro- 
tected as she is by the purity of her life, fire dare not touch 
her. The fire which spared me, a mere servant of Rama, 
would it harm Rama’s faithful wife ?” 

While his mind was in this manner dwelling on Sita’s 
virtues he heard voices from the skies saying : 

“Ah, what a marvellous achievement, this burning of 
Lanka by Hanuman! Wonderful still is that, while the city 
with all its houses, fortresses and outer walls is in flames 
and people are wildly running away in fright, the fire has 
not touched Sita.” 

These words were like nectar to Hanuman and he was 
overjoyed at hearing them. He decided to see her and 
assure himself that she was quite safe before leaving Lanka. 

Hanuman then approached Sita who was sitting under 
the Asoka tree and, bowing to her, said : 

“Madam, I am fortunate indeerl to see you safe.” 

And Sita, full of admiration, said : 

“O hero, I know you can, single-handed, release me 
from captivity; so mighty are you. But it would redound 
to the credit of the redoubtable Rama if he comes himself 
showering his countless arrows over Lanka and rescues me. 
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Therefore, see to it that the noble and mighty Rama soon 
undertakes the task in a manner worthy of him.” 


21. HANUMAN RETURNS FROM LANKA 


After consoling her that Rama would lose no time in 
coming with the Vanara legions and putting an end to her 
misery, he took leave of her. Eager to see Rama he went 
straight to the mountain peak nearby, from where he sprang 
into the air and made for the northern side of the sea. 

Like a big bark majestically riding the high seas, he 
made his way gracefully through the ocean-like sky, with the 
moon as its white lotus, the glorious sun as its ducks, the 
mild stars as its swans, the fiercer stars as its big fish or 
whales, the clouds for moss and reeds and the high winds as. 
its waves. As he flew through the air his speed drew the 
clouds which, reflecting his radiance, were of many colours— 
white, red, grey, dark and green. Like the moon, one moment 
he would be hid by the clouds, and the next he would emerge. 
Soon he sighted the Mahendra mountain on the northern 
shore and roared like thunder, resounding all the ten direc- 
tions of the earth. The Vanaras who were eagerly awaiting 
his return were delighted to hear it, and old Jambuvantha 
whose heart was overflowing with joy called all the Vanaras 
and said : “Look ye all, here is Hanuman returning with his 
task accomplished ; else he would not be shouting so trium- 
phantly.” 

As they heard Hanuman’s voice and the sound made by 
his arms and thighs while speeding through the air and 
watched him nearing they jumped with joy. They leaped 
from tree to tree, and from height to height, to get a good 
view of him, and waved the hero welcome with branches of 
trees in their hands. And as soon as he alighted on the 
mountain top the Vanara chiefs crowded round him greeting 
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him, while many Vanaras brought to their great chief an 
offering of choice fruits and roots. 

Haniman immediately bowed respectfully to Angada 
and the elders and, acknowledging the greetings of all, he 
said briefly: “I have seen Sita”. 

At the mention of these words there was great rejoic- 
ing. The joyous shouts of the Vanaras rent the air; they 
thumped the ground with their tails and rushed towards 
Hanuman and embraced him. And Angada spoke: 

“Great Vanara, in strength and valour none can equal 
you. We all owe our lives to you; and you have made it 
possible for us to approach Rama again with our task duly. 
done. Marvellous, indeed, is your devotion to your master ; 
your might and prowess. And happily, Rama’s suffering will 
soon cease.” | 

Then they all repaired to a pleasant spot where Hanu- 
man told them in detail all that he saw and did in Lanka. 


22. RAMA LEARNS OF THE DISCOVERY OF SITA 


Soon they were all on their way flying back to Kish- 
kindha, full of enthusiasm and eagerness, to convey to Rama 
the joyful news of the discovery of Sita. As they approached 
Kishkindha they came to the lovely royal garden of which 
Sugriva was very proud. With the permission of Angada and 
Hanuman the Vanaras entered the garden with the object of 
refreshing themselves. What with the success of their mis- 
sion and the joy of returning to their homes they were so 
excited that they drank the honey and ate the fruits in the 
garden to their heart’s content. Intoxicated with the drink, 
and monkey-like, they made themselves merry. They leaped 
playfully from tree to tree, they danced and sang; and 
laughed aloud. Some were sporting, hanging by the bran- 
ches, jumping down and pushing and chasing each other ; 
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— 


while some were embracing one another and some whisper- 
ing. And yet others delighted in mocking, each other. 

The keeper and the guards of the garden having tried 
in vain to restrain them ran and reported to Sugriva that his 
beautiful garden was being destroyed by the Vanara patty 
returning from the south. Sugriva guessed at once that the 
party, as he expected, must have met with success; or the 
Vanaras would not have dared to enter the garden defying 
the guards. Without, therefore, expressing any dissatisfaction 
he directed the keeper to ask Angada and the Vamnaras tc 
come to him. 

Even before they came Sugriva spoke words of comfort 
to Rama: 

“O Rama, be of good cheer. I am sure Sita has been 
found ; else Angada would not have returned in such high 
spirits and late too; and he would not also have dared to 
do damage to the beautiful garden handed down to us by our 
ancestors. None but Hanuman could have found her. Like 
radiance in the sun, intelligence, resolution, prowess, know- 
ledge and the capacity to get things done are firmly estab- 
lished in him. And where Angada is the leader, Jambuvan- 
tha the adviser and Hanuman the active worker there can 
be nothing but success. O hero, cease to be down-hearted.” 

And Sugriva soon heard from the skies the jubilant 
shouts of the Vanaras who were approaching. With Angada 
and Hanuman leading them they came down, beaming with 
joy, where Rama and Sugriva were. Hanuman reverently 
bowed to them and humbly said to Rama: 

“Honoured sire, Sita is safe and remains true to her 
vows.” | , 
And Rama anxiously enquired : “Where is she ? Does 
she think of me? Tell me all in full.” 

Then, bowing in the direction where Sita was, Hanu- 
man natrated how he had crossed over to Lanka, found Sita 
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and spoken to her, how she had been suffering and how in 
spite of all the hardships she remained firmly devoted to 
him, ever thinking of him and expecting to be rescued by 
him. In confirmation of his having met Sita, Hanuman 
referred to the incidents of the past that she had mentioned, 
and conveying her message he concluded : 

“And in token of my having seen her she bade me give 
this precious stone to you with these words : 

‘O sinless lord, I send you this sea-born gem which I 
have been guarding with great care. In all my distress the 
sight of this gem was ever a solace to me as if you were 
yourself with me. O Dasaratha’s son, I shall hold on to this 
life for a month more and no longer.’ 

O Rama, IJ have told you faithfully all that she said to 
me; and you must now set about the task of crossing the 
sea speedily.” 

Rama received the jewel and fondly pressed it to his 
bosom. Looking at it he was overcome with grief; and with 
his eyes brimming with tears he spoke : 

“O Sugriva, at the sight of this gem my heart bleeds, 
even as a cow lovingly sheds milk when it sees its young 
ones. This priceless ornament was the gift of Indra to Sita’s 
sire who gave it to her at the time of our wedding; and 
when she placed it on her lovely tresses it sparkled with 
added lustre. Ah, the sight of this treasured jewel brings back 
to my mind the picture of my revered sire and gracious 
Janaka, and I feel as if my beloved herself whose head it 
adorned is before me now.” 

And, turning to Hanuman, he continued: “Tell me 
again, my good friend, what Sita said. It is to me like water 
to the parched tongue. Come, take me quickly to the spot 
where you found my darling. After hearing about her, I can- 
not sit here idly even for a moment. Oh, how could she, 
ever true and timid, be living amidst foul fiends? With 
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those demons round her, her radiance could not but be dim- 
med like the glory of the winter moon hid by clouds. .O 
Hanuman, pray, tell me her loving message and everything 
she said, for it is that, and that alone, which can sustain me 
now, even like the precious herb that saves the dying.” 


YUDDHA-KANDA _ 


YUDDHA-KANDA 


1. THE MARCH BEGINS 


When Rama heard Hanuman’s account of the discovery 
of Sita and of his heroic deeds in Lanka his heart glowed 
with warmth and he said: | 

“O Sugriva, Hanuman has indeed performed a remark- 
able and daring feat in not only crossing the great ocean but 
also in bearding Ravana’s hosts in their own den, a task which 
none else in the whole world could have done. By finding 
Sita and bringing news of her, he has saved me, brother 
Lakshmana and, aye, the entire race of Raghu. Can I ever 
adequately repay him for his great services to me? I must 
content myself by clasping him to my bosom. And that is 
all that I can give him.” 

He paused, and after a little wriitle he said : 

“Hanuman, as you have seen Lanka carefully I should 
like you to let me have an idea of the strength of Ravana’s 
forces, the fortifications, the portals and the other devices 
protecting the city against attack. Tell me everything truly 
and fully as met your eye.” 

And Hanuman answered : 

“Rama, listen. Lanka is an impregnable city perched on 
a hill, and its people are happy. It has countless elephants, 
horses and chariots, and is full of Rakshasa warriors. It has 
four entrances, one in each of the main directions with mas- 
sive gates firmly fixed and is provided with terrible machines 
which can hurl arrows and stones in plenty at the enemy 
and weapons which can kill a hundred persons at’ a time. 
The city is surrounded by a strong wall which can defy 
all assaults, and there are around it moats, deep and wide, 
which can only be crossed by means of four draw-bridges. 
Then, there is the wide sea next to it which is well nigh 
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impassable. It thus enjoys four-fold protection—afforded by 
water, hill, forest and fortifications. At the four entrances 
are stationed thousands of chosen Rekshasa warriors fully 
armed and ever ready for action, while inside the city there 
are millions of them. And Ravana is unremitting in his 
attention to the defence of the city. 

Nevertheless, I was able to do considerable damage. 
You have now only to command, and our great Vanara chief- 
tains, Angada, Dvivida, Mainda, Jambuvantha, Nala, Panasa 
and our Commander-in-Chief Neela will by themselves soon 
be able to destroy Lanka; and this big army will hardly be 
needed for the purpose.” 

Rama of true valour, eager for the fray, said firmly: 

“Hanuman, you shall soon see me destroying this terri- 
ble city of Lanka. And, Sugriva, auspicious is the present 
moment for undertaking this task. Therefore, get the Vanara 
legions ready to march immediately. The sun is now in the 
meridian and this promises success. Besides, the star Uttara 
Phalguni (under which I was born) reigns supreme in the 
sky today and this bodes me good. Let our forces begin to 
move without delay. There are other good omens too. See 
how my upper eyelids are SP ee bespeaking early fulfil- 
ment of my wishes. 

Let our commander Neela go in hovenee with a hundred 
thousand of our speediest Vanara soldiers to clear the way 
for us and lead the forces through paths where fruits, roots, 
honey and water can be had in plenty. Neela, take care that 
the agents of the enemy do not pollute the waters of the 
streams or make the fruits unfit for eating. Your scouts must 
scan glen, glade and the forests from above for destroying 
the enemy lying in ambuscade. 

Let Gaja, huge as a hill, Gava and Gavaksha lead the 
van in the centre with thousands of our best Vanaras like 
unto the high seas; let Rashabha, that bull of Vanaras, 
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guard the right; and Gandamadhana, like unto a majestic 
tusker, protect the left. And borne on the back of Hanuman, 
like Indra riding the elephant Airavata, I shall, together with 
Lakshmana on Angada’s back, be in their midst bringing 
them cheer; while the mighty chieftain Jambuvantha, 
Sushena and Vegadarsi bring up the rear.” 

The Vanaras lost no time in getting ready and match- 
ing. Full of wild enthusiasm, they shouted triumphantly : 
“Death to.Ravana; death to the Rakshasas’. The Vanara 
hosts spread themselves over the whole country, and the dust 
raised by them while marching hid the earth and clouded 
the sun’s rays. Day and night, without resting, they sped 
southwards till they reached the Mahendra mountain on the 
seashore. Reaching the hill on the seashore Rama gazed at 
the sea, and descending to the woods below he said : 

“Sugriva, we have at last brought our forces to the sea- 
side, and the problem of how best to cross the boundless 
main remains to be solved. Let us therefore rest here till we 
devise some way of transporting them to the other side.” 

The Vanara legions then spread themselves in the woods 
on the coast, and their vast camp looked like a second sea. 

They all gazed with wonder at the wide and limitless 
sea which, lashed by the winds, seemed to be laughing with 
foam and dancing with waves. With the billows leaping high 
to the sky and the stars shining above, while the gems in 
the deep lit the waters below, the sky and the sea looked as 
if they were one. 


2. RAVANA CONFERS WITH HIS COUNSELLORS 


Meanwhile, in Lanka, Ravana who was alarmed by the © 
daring exploits of Hanuman summoned his counsellors, the 
princes and chiefs and, crestfallen, addressed them -thus : 

“Ye Rakshasas, as you all know, a lone Vanara has 
found its way into our inaccessible citadel ; has met the cap- 
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tive Sita; destroyed our sacred temple; killed many of my 
principal warriors ; and left our city in ruins. I ask you now 
to consider carefully the dangers before us and advise me 
how they should be met. | 

For, as the wise say, counsel is the root of victory. And 
he ranks foremost among kings who, full of faith, applies 
himself to a task after consulting wise and well-meaning 
counsellors, trusted friends or kinsmen whose fortunes are 
bound with his. Next comes he who ponders well over mat- 
ters, though all by himself, weighing right and wrong and, 
full of devotion, puts forth his best efforts. And a low wretch 
is the fool who devotes no thought, confers with none; and 
defying fate and waxing proud rushes into a task and 
neglects to complete it. 

Likewise, in counsel too there are three kinds: the 
best, the middle and the worst. That counsel is best which 
is earnestly shared by all the counsellors after careful exami- 
nation of facts in the light of holy lore. But where opinion 
is divided at first and agreement is only reached in the end, 
after much debate, that counsel would be reckoned as com- 
ing second only. And last comes the counsel where the advi- 
sers are disunited and the difference among them remains 
unresolved. 

Therefore, my. wise friends, think well and speak ye 
freely your mind. And it shall -be my duty to act accordingly. 
Rama will surely come to attack us with thousands of Vana- 
vas. Even the sea will be no bar to his progress. He will 
somehow cross the impassable main and might even drain 
it by his prowess.” 

When Ravana ceased to speak, the Rakshasas, with 
limited vision and intelligence, spoke, in one voice, with 
folded hands : 

“Great monarch, why need you fear when you have a 
mighty army well equipped with a variety of weapons? Did 
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you not defeat in battle Kubera (the god of wealth) himself 
and his Yaksha host who were all living securely in the 
Kailasa mountain and wrest from him his wonderful magic 
chariot ? For fear of you, Maya, that great lord of demons, 
made friends with you by giving his daughter Mandodati to 
you in marriage. You entered the nether world and conquered 
the great serpent chiefs Vasuki, Takshaka and others. Even 
Yama (the god of death) himself with his fierce minions 
was overcome by you.. And many a chief like unto Indra in 
might has fallen overpowered by you. 

And what is this man Rama compared to the gods and 
mighty kings whom you humbled of old? Therefore, O 
king, do not trouble yourself. It will suffice if you send your 
heroic son Indrajit who brought even Indra as captive after 
defeating him in battle; and he will easily destroy Rama 
and all the Vanaras.” 

Then mighty Prahasta, Chief of Ravana’s forces, dark 
as autumnal clouds, stood with folded hands and said : 

“My liege, neither gods, demons, birds nor serpents can 
withstand you in battle, and what can poor Vanaras do to 
you ? Hanuman stole into the city and took us by surprise 
when, lulled by security, we had become careless; or he 
would never have escaped alive from me. O king, you have 
only to command and I shall wipe out all the Vanaras on 
eatth up to the farthest confines of the sea; and will ensure 
the safety of the city. And you need not have to regret for 
' what you have done.” 

And other counsellors (except Vibhishana) also spoke 
—the same language of bold boast. They claimed that single- 
handed they could slay Rama, Lakshmana and the entire 
Vanara army. 

Then, in wild excitement, the leading Rakshasa warriors 
rose with their weapons ready for action and, standing before 
Ravana, said : 


314 YUDDHA-KANDA 


“O king, with your leave, we shall go at once and slay 
Rama, Lakshmana, Sugriva and that wretch Hanuman who 
laid waste our fair city.” 


3. VIBHISHANA’S COUNSEL 


But Vibhishana, Ravana’s youngest brother, intervened 
at this stage and calmed them down. And he humbly appeal- 
ed to them: : | 

“O Rakshasa lords, the learned say that force may be 
employed only when the three other well-known means have 
failed to settle a dispute. And force may succeed only where 
the opponent is careless or beset by enemies or doomed by 
Fate. But Rama is ever watchful; has conquered wrath and 
is strong. How then do you expect to overcome him ? Who 
could have imagined that the great ocean could be crossed 
and our peace disturbed, as has been done, by a Vanara? It 
is clear that our enemy is very powerful and it would be 
tash to attack them as you propose. | 

And, friends, looking at the matter without passion, say 
what wrong has the righteous Rama done that our monarch 
should go and steal his wife? If Rama killed Khara who 
attacked him, I ask you, ‘Is not the meanest of us entitled to 
defend himself, and can any one blame him for doing so ?’ 

O great monarch, this abduction of Sita, the lawful wife 
of another, will surely do us all great harm and it behoves 
you to restore her to Rama. What is gained by needlessly 
making an enemy of one who is both righteous and mighty ? 
Let Sita go before Rama rains his keen arrows on this rich 
city. Let her be restored before the terrible Vanara forces 
are at our gates. Pardon me, sire, as a brother and well- 
wisher I take the liberty of counselling what is for your good. 
Discard wrath-—that deadly enemy of peace and right; and 
strive to follow the path of duty which is the way to bliss 
and glory. O brother, be gracious ; restore the Mithila dame 
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to her lord before it is too late; and save your kith and kin.” 

Ravana then adjourned the meeting and retired to his 
chambers to think over the question further. 

As soon as morning came Vibhishana who was much 
exercised in mind over his duty at this critical juncture went 
to the palace to see his brother. He respectfully bowed to 
Ravana who was seated on a throne in the midst of a large 
gathering and sat on a golden seat indicated by Ravana. And 
when all except the counsellors had-retired Vibhishana, skill- 
ed in soft speech, spoke words suited to the occasion : 

“Honoured brother, hearken to me. Ever since the 
daughter of Videha king entered this city ill-omens are being 
seen everywhere. The sacrificial fire though duly fed by 
chanting sacred hymns fails to shine bright and clear. Snaxes 
are found in kitchens and places where the sacred fire is kept 
or the holy texts are recited. The udders of our cows have 
gone dry; the juice of vigour no longer trickles down the 
eyes of the tuskers; and our horses neigh feebly and relish 
not their feed on pastures. Our mules and camels are shed- 
ding tears; their coat of hair is thinning; and no amount 
of treatment does them any good. Flocks of crows are 
shrieking from house tops, and numerous owls are circling 
in the air over the town. And during twilight hours jackals 
ate to be found howling close to the city; and fierce beasts 
of prey prowl yelling near the city gates. The only atone- 
ment for all evils is, I submit again, to restore Sita to her 
lord. O great monarch, pray, think not that I am speaking 
thus from mere delusion or from any selfish motive.” 

But this wise counsel had no effect on the obstinate 
Rakshasa king who flew into a temper and said sternly : 

“There is nothing for me to fear. Raghu’s son can never 
hope to win back Sita. Even if the gods support him he 
cannot Overcome me.” 

With these words he dismissed Vibhishana. 
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4. RAVANA CONFERS AGAIN 


Burning with passion for Sita, grieved by the criticism 
of friends like Vibhishana and the shadow of a wicked deed 
ever pursuing him, Ravana was much perturbed in mind, 
and he concluded that the time had come for him to decide 
the issue in full consultation with the Rakshasas. 


Accordingly, he summoned the Rakshasas to an urgent 
meeting at which his redoubtable brother Kumbhakarna who 
had just woke up from his long slumber of six months was 
also present. 

Addressing them the monarch said : 

“Friends, you have wisdom and judgment; and when 
doubts and difficulties arise in the pursuit of duty, pleasure 
and profit, you know how to resolve them. You have ever 
befriended me and brought me success. I have already ex- 
plained to you the problem before us. As my mighty bro- 
ther was till now enjoying his long slumber he has not yet 
been apprised of it. I shall, therefore, go over the ground 
again for the convenience of all.” 

Ravana then explained how Sita happened to be in 
Lanka as his captive, his infatuation for her and the impend- 
ing danger. Continuing he said: 

“It is unthinkable that Rama’s allies could cross the deep 
teeming with monsters and that Rama and Lakshmana can 
find their way through the ocean. Yet a lone monkey did 
come and did us much harm. And the ways of Fate are 
inscrutable. I ask you therefore to tell me frankly how you 
view the matter. For my part I do not fear any one, and I 
am sure that just as you helped me of yore to win in the 
battle with the gods you will stand by me now in dealing 
with the Vanara chief Sugriva and his forces. Knowing that 
Sita is here the brothers Rama and Lakshmana seem to have 
already arrived on the northern side of this ocean along with 
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their allies. Think therefore of the best means of ensuring 
that Sita is retained by us and Dasaratha’s sons are slain.” 

Kumbhakarna who was angered by his love-lorn bro- 
ther’s unedifying speech spoke : 

“Ravana, you should have thought about it carefully 
before you stole Sita from her lord. Had you consulted us, 
then matters would not have come to this pass. The king 
who acts after careful thought will never have to repent. He 
who overlooks what he should have done first and rushes 
into a thing needing thought must be counted as wanting in 
wisdom. And such a heedless monarch, however mighty he 
may be, is easily overcome by his foes even as, through gaps 
in the majestic Krauncha mountains, birds speed their way 
to the other side. Consider yourself lucky that while com- 
mitting this thoughtless folly you got away without being 
killed by Rama. 

Be that as it may. The deed has been done. And I 
assure you I shall undertake the task, which none else can 
do; of fighting your foes and destroying them. Be they Indra 
and the Sun or Fire-god, the Wind-god or Kubera and Varuna 
that oppose me I shall smite them in battle. Even Indra 
will be struck with terror when he sees my body, huge as 
a mountain, my mace and my teeth and hears the thunder 
of my voice. And before Rama aims his second shaft at me 
I shall have squeezed the life-blood out of him and drunk 
it. Ravana, with Rama slain by me, Sita will be indisputably 
yours for you to enjoy for a long time.” 


5. VIBHISHANA’S FINAL AND VAIN APPEAL 


Vibhishana was pained to hear the speech of Kumbha- 
karna and others supporting Ravana and, once again, he 
appealed to his brother and them in these wise words : 

“O king, beware that Sita is like unto a terrible serpent 
with her ample bosom for its long body, her sorrow for its 
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venom, her smile for its fangs and her ave! fingers for i its 
heads. Give her back before the Vanaras, towering in size 
like mountain peaks, with fierce teeth and claws as their 
weapons besiege Lanka. Restore her to Rama before his keen 
shafts take toll of the Rakshasa chieftains. 

And, O Prahasta, enough of your idle boasting. Wait 
till you have had a taste of Rama’s arrows. Neither Kumbha- 
karna nor Indrajit nor any one can withstand him. 

Listen further. This monarch of ours is cruel by nature, 
sorely troubled in mind and lacking in foresight; and you, 
his advisers, alas, are really acting like his enemies, in the 
guise of friends, in humouring him in his evil course. He 
is now verily like one in the coils of a mighty serpent, and 
it behoves you as his friends who are beholden to him to 
free him and save him. I counsel thus for the good of this 
fair city, the home of the Rakshasas; for the good of our 
king and his friends. Let us then, even against his wishes, 
restore Sita to her lord.” 

Indrajit who had been patiently listening to the above 
speech could not.restrain himself any longer, and turning to 
Ravana he said : 

“Honoured sire, these words of my uncle uttered through 
fear are not worth heeding. Such mean counsel would be 
unbecoming even of one not belonging to such a glorious 
house as ours. This Vibhishana is the only one of our kin 
devoid of might and prowess and is a disgrace to you. And 
you, fear-smitten Vibhishana, think not you can frighten us. 
Know that the meanest of our Rakshasas is more than a 
match for the two princes. As for myself, did I not hurl 
down Indra, the chief of the gods, himself and smite, groan- 
ing to the ground, Airavat, the celestial elephant bearing 
him, and tear its tusks, seeing which did not the gods flee 
terror-stricken to all the quarters of the universe ? And do 
you think that I, who has humbled the gods and is dreaded 
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by the demons, cannot overcome these two mean mortal 
men ?” | 3 

-Rebuking Indrajit and making his final appeal to 
Ravana, Vibhishana said : 

“O son, you are a raw youth with neither experience nor 
wisdom. You therefore speak thus foolishly and are riding 
for a fall. Fie on you! You call yourself the son of Ravana, 
and yet you behave like a foe in the guise of a friend inas- 
much as you counsel him, from your ignorance, to follow a 
course which has been shown to be fraught with great peril. 
Who brought you, a mere boy, arrogant, obstinate, thought- 
less, and wild, to this assembly of advisers? Both he and 
you deserve to be slain. 

And O king, I beg you, once again, to restore Sita to 
her lord in all penitence, loading her with all manner of 
wealth and thus secure peace for us all.” 

In reply to Vibhishana’s words of wise counsel, Ravana, 
doomed by Fate, said in great rage: 

“Vibhishana, methinks it is better far to abide with an 
Open enemy or an enranged venomous serpent than with one 
who, under the pretence of being a friend, really serves the 
cause of the foe. I know full well the natural bent of one’s 
relations all over the world. They are delighted when you 
are in trouble; they are jealous of you and only too ready 
to run you down if you happen to be more able, learned and 
noble than they. False friends are they, ever to be feared. 

And O Rakshasa, listen to what the free elephants in 
the forest say: ‘We fear not fire, they say, ‘nor weapons, 
nor the rope so much as our own kind brought by men to 
ensnare us’. Even as the cow is rich with what is useful to 
man, even as the Brahmana is possessed of self-control and 
fickleness is natural to a woman, perfidy is ever the trait of 
a kinsman. You envy me, my place as your foremost rela- 
tion, my name, fame and prosperity. The rain-drops that fall 
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upon the lotus never get together; so is it with the heart 
of the wicked in relation to others. The bee remains not 
on the flower once it has sucked its honey ; so too is it with 
the faithless like you who desert one after being beholden 
to him. And for all the noise the autumnal clouds make they 
bring no welcome showers; even so is friendship with the 
wicked which brings no good. Vibhishana, had any one else 
dared to speak to me as you have done he would have been 
dead this instant. But I may not shed a brother’s blood. 
Wretch, I spare you; but be gone for ever.” 

Hearing these cruel words, just Vibhishana, with mace 
in hand, sprang into the air along with his four comrades 
and in righteous anger said : 

“O king, you are my brother and elder, and you Peeve 
the right to say what you think of me. But how can I bear 
your unfair remarks when you have strayed away from the 
path of virtue? You can find many who flatter and beguile 
you, but rare are both they who speak the bitter truth for 
your good and they who listen to them. O brother, I could 
not sit quietly and see you blindly rushing to ruin. I do not 
wish to see you smitten to death by Rama’s shafts blazing 
_ like fire. I do not wish to see our Rakshasa heroes wiped 
out like an embankment of sand. O king, ponder yet and 
heed my words uttered in all humility for your own good. 
Save yourself; save the race of Rakshasas; and save this 
fair city of Lanka. And, now, farewell.” 


6. VIBHISHANA JOINS RAMA 


Vibhishana left Lanka immediately with his four friends 
to join Rama. When the watchful Vanaras saw these Raksha- 
‘as approaching in the air they got ready to attack them. 
Before alighting, Vibhishana, however, addressed them : 

“O Vanaras, 1 am Vibhishana, the brother of the wicked 
king Ravana who is holding as captive Rama’s wife Sita 
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whom he brought to Lanka by stealth. I implored him to res- 
tore her to Rama. But he spurned my advice, abused and dis: 
graced me as if I were his slave. I have therefore fled from 
him, leaving my kith and kin, and come here to seek the 
protection of Rama. Please report quickly to the high-souled 
Rama, the refuge of the world, that Vibhishana has come . 
begging to be saved.” 

Suspecting them to be spies sent by Ravana, Sugriva 
suggested to Rama that they should be put to death. The 
other chieftains whose advice Rama sought also thought that 
the visitors must be spies and that they should be carefully 
watched and questioned before being given asylum. But the 
wise Hanuman, versed in holy lore, observed : 

“O king, O Rama, so great is your wisdom and elo- 
quence that not even Brihaspati (the preceptor to the gods) 
can excel you. It would, therefore, be presumptuous on my 
part to say anything. Yet, in deference to your wishes, I shall 
say a few words. With all respect to my colleagues I do 
not agree that Vibhishana must be tested and questioned 
thoroughly before he is accepted by us. For nothing would 
be gained thereby, as it is not difficult for a clever person 
to hide the truth against all such questioning. On the other 
hand, if he is genuine, such action would raise doubts in his 
mind as to our good will towards him, and we might be losing 
a valuable ally. One could see that Vibhishana was speaking 
frankly with no evil intent, and his face did not betray any 
signs of guile. I feel he has not come to spy on us. His 
righteous soul must have rebelled against the wickedness of 
Ravana; and learning of your nobility and might he must 
have taken this opportunity to flee from his brother and come 
to you. He should also be knowing how you killed Vali and 
befriended Sugriva. And, hoping to get you to help him 
similarly to the throne of Lanka by punishing his wicked 
brother, he must have come of his own accord. I am there- 
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fore humbly of opinion that he should be trusted and wel- 


comed to our fold. It is now for you of supreme wisdom to 
decide.” 


Then Rama said : 7 

“O Vanaras, | can never forsake anyone who comes to 
me as a suppliant. Whatever such a person’s faults may be 
it is the duty of the good to befriend him.” 


He paused; and Sugriva after reflecting for a moment 
remarked : 


“Let this Rakshasa be good or bad. He has deserted his 
own brother who is in trouble, and how can such a person 
be trusted to be faithful to others ?” 

Rama smiled and observed : 

“The wise words that fell from the lips of Sugriva could 
not have come from anyone not versed in holy lore. But it 
seems to me that this is a subtle subject which can be inter- 
preted properly only by having regard to the ways of kings 
and the world. Let me explain. Near relations and neigh- 
bouring princes are ever the enemies of a monarch in difh- 
culty. Even noble kings look with suspicion upon a relation 
who is powerful. And no wonder if the wicked Ravana 
should think of Vibhishana as a source of danger to him, 
and the latter has fled and come to us in the hope of secur- 
ing the throne with our help. All over the world there is 
generally not much love lost between near kinsmen. Every 
brother is not like Bharata; nor every son like my humble 
self. Wibhishana would have also no reason to be false to 
us as we are not his relations and rivals. We need not, there- 
fore, hesitate to recetve him. | 

And what care 'L if this Rakshasa is well- or ill-mean- 
ing 2? What harm can he do to me? Sugriva, know that, if 
I wish, I can destroy all the Rakshasas and demons with my 
little finger. | | . 
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Listen further. We have all heard how a fowler once 
killed a dove living on a tree and sought shelter under that 
tree as it was raining and cold. The mate of that dove, taking 
pity on him, although he was its enemy, warmed him by 
collecting twigs and making a fire tor him and appeased his 
hunger by offering him its own flesh to eat. And can I do- 
otherwise than welcome a suppliant and shelter him ? 

And this is what the sage Kadu says : 

‘Strike not anyone, even if he be your foe, who approa- 
ches you with folded hands, begging for protection. One 
should even sacrifice one’s own life to save the foe, be he 
proud or humble, if he asks for refuge. If through fear, 
ignorance or greed one denies the suppliant such protection 
as lies in his power he incurs a heinous sin and forfeits all his 
merit which will pass, before his very eyes, to him who sues.’ 

This noble precept of the sage I shall ever follow ; and 
this is my vow: once a person in distress approaches me 
saying, I am yours’, he shall have my protection. 

Therefore, Sugriva, be he Vibhishana or Ravana him- 
self that has come, give him this assurance from me. Go now 
and bring him.” 

Vibhishana alighted from the air and came and laid 
himself at Rama’s feet saying : 3 

“O Rama, I have come to seek refuge with you who is 
the friend of the world. My kingdom, my life and all are 
yours.” | 

Rama looked at him with great friendliness and, after 
hearing his account of Ravana’s might and that of his cap- 
tains and legions, replied : 

“Vibhishana, be assured that I shall kill Ravana along 
with his kith and kin and his captains and instal you as king 
in his stead. Till I so destroy him I shall not return to 
Ayodhya. I swear this by the lives of my three brothers.” 
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Rama pressed Vibhishana to his bosom, and turning to 
his brother said, “Lakshmana, go and bring sea-water to con- 
secrate him as king at once.” And it was done immediately 
to the joyous acclamation of the Vanaras. 


7. THE BRIDGING OF THE OCEAN 


At Vibhishana’s suggestion Rama decided to invoke the 
help of the lord of the ocean in transporting his forces across 
the sea. He made a bed of sacred grass on the seashore and, 
facing eastwards with his hands raised in reverence, he lay 
on it like fire upon the sacred hearth vowing, ‘Either I die or 
succeed in crossing the ocean’. Three days and nights he lay 
there facing the sea and praying for the grace of the lord of 
the ocean. But response there was none. Then, with eyes 
red with wrath, he said to Lakshmana : 

“Methinks the lord of the ocean is too proud to answer 
my humble prayer. The wicked mistake meekness, patience 
and soft speech, which grace the good, for weakness. The 
world seems ready to honour only him who sings his own 
ptaises, is wicked, merciless and despotic. A mild approach 
gives one neither glory nor victory. This ocean king seems 
to think that I.am powerless, because I am patient; and he 
does not therefore deign to notice me. But he shall see my 
might today. Lakshmana, go and bring my bow and my 
arrows like unto snakes. With these shafts I shall, you will 
see, rend the serpents and monsters of the deep. I shall with 
my fiery arrows dry up the sea with all its fiends and make 
an easy passage for our Vanaras to tread.” 

With these words, the unassilable Rama grasped the 
bow ; and, rolling his eyes with wrath, he stood before the 
sea glowing like the all-destroying fire which ends an age. 
And he sped his shafts, like unto lightning, through the 
waters. The billows of the agitated sea rose high with foars. 
throwing up pearl, shell and fish of huge size, while serpents 
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writhed with fiery eyes and the demons that lived deep down 
below were struck with terror. — 

He paused for a while. Still there was no sign of the 
ocean king. At last, he took out the most terrible of wea- 
pons, charged it with irresistible force, invoking Brahma, laid 
it in his bow and strained the bow string to his ear. As he. 
did so earth and heaven seemed to split ; mountains rocked , 
_ darkness covered the earth; rivers and lakes were agitated ; 
’ and lightnings shot through the sky. The wind began to 
blow so fiercely that trees were uprooted and mountain crests 
came tumbling down. The air was filled with cries of fright 
from every creature. And the sea receded a league from the 
shore, seeing which Rama held his hand. Then he saw the 
ocean king rising from the sea in all his glory like the morn- 
ing sun showing itself above Meru’s peak. Attended by 
trembling serpents and fiends and the great rivers such as 
Ganga and Sindhu, the lord of the sea approached Rania 
reverently and said : 

“Rama, be not wroth with me. Earth, air, sky, water and 
fire have their courses set by nature’s laws and I am bound 
by them. It lies not in my power, for pleasure, profit or fear, 
to stem the waters to make passage for you. Yet I am pre- 
pared to help you to the best of my ability. I shall see that 
the monsters of the deep do not molest the Vanaras when 
they are engaged in crossing and I shall allow the path they 
make to be firm for them. | 

And, O Rama, now call upon the Venara Nala, the son 
of the celestial architect, Viswakarma, who shares his father’s 
skill in that art to build a bridge for you and I shall bear it.” 

The Vanaras set out at once to build the bridge. Thou- 
sands of them invaded the dense forests around, uprooted the 
huge trees and dragged them to the sea; while others dis- 
lodged mountains and, by means of engines, brought the rocks 
and hurled them into the sea. And the bridge was completed 
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in five days. The gods, the great sages and other celestials 
gathered in the sky to witness the wonderful feat which they 
highly applauded. And soon, with Rama and Lakshmana 
borne in the air on the backs of Hanuman and Angada, and 
Sugriva leading, the Vanaras crossed the sea and reached the 
southern shore. 

On reaching the island, and with the city of \anbe 
before them, Rama decided to marshal the forces in the 
form of an eagle : 

“Let mighty Angada, along with Nila, be in. the centre 
with a large body of Vaneras; Rashaba will command the 
right wing and Gandhamadana the left; and Jambuvantha, 
Sushena and Vegadarshi will guard the rear ; while Sugriva 
stands behind overlooking and generally protecting the 
forces. Lakshmana and I will go in front leading our hosts.” 

Thus arranged, the Vanaras, holding huge stones like 
unto hills and big trees, were all on fire to march against 
Lanka. 


8. RAVANA’S SPIES 


Ravana was surprised and alarmed to hear that Rama 
had crossed the sea with his forces. And he said to his 
ministers Suka and Sarana : 

“The Vanara hosts have crossed the sea, and Rama 
seems to have bridged the sea, a feat unbelievable and never 
achieved before. Go ye to the enemy’s camp and find out 
their number, who the leaders are and their reputation ; who 
are the advisers to Rama and Sugriva; the measure of 
Rama’s strength, his weapons and his plans.” | 

In the guise of Vanaras, Suka and Sarana entered the 
enemy’s camp and were spying when Vibhishana caught 
them and took them before Rama who said to them : 

“If you have seen all that you wanted to see and done 
all your master wanted you to do you may return when you 
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wish. If there still remains anything for you to probe, Vibhi- 

shana will let you see them. Fear not for your lives. I shall 
not harm you, being envoys of your master. But tell these 
words from me to your king : : 

‘Wretch, with your kith and kin and troops, show me 
the power on the strength of which you had the impudence 
to steal my wife Sita. Tomorrow morning you will see me 
destroying with my shafts your Rekshasa warriors and the 
city of Lanka with its portals, walls and all. Ravana, you 
will see my vengeful wrath descending on you like Indra’s 
fierce thunderbolts on the demons. I warn you.’ ” 

Happy at being thus released -they thanked Rama, and 
returning to Lanka reported to Ravana : 

“O monarch, Vibhishana caught us spying, but merci- 
ful Rama let us go free although we could have been slain. 

The enemy has four eminent leaders, like unto the four 
Regents of the world, all heroes sxilled in the use of wea- 
pons and of undoubted valour. These are Rama, his brother 
Lakshmana, Vibhishana and the Vanara chief Sugriva. United 
in purpose these heroes can by themselves, with their forces 
merely looking on, shake this great city to its very founda- 
tions. Indeed, Rama looks so mighty and his weapons are 
so wonderful that he might, all by himself and without any 
aid from the other three, destroy Lanka. Countless Vanaras 
rave crossed the sea and more \are coming still in an endless 
stream. They are all in high spirits, eager for the fray. O, 
king, it would not be wise to wage war against such a for- 
-midable foe. Let the Mithila dame be restored to Rama.” 

But Ravana replied chiding Sarana : 

“Not even if all the gods, Gendharvas and Danavas 
together oppose me in battle, nor for fear of all the three 
worlds shall I surrender Sita. Sarana; the Vanaras seem to 
shave frightened you. Who is there that can conquer me ?” 
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Then he went up to the lofty terrace of his palace and 
surveyed the countless Vanaras filline hill and dale all around 
and asked : 

“Now, Sarana, show me the Vanara heroes and their 
commanders and tell me who are Sugriva’s. advisers.” 

Sarana pointed out the principal leaders one by one 
and spoke highly of their valour and might. 

Continuing, Suka also spoke thus about the principal 
leaders : | 

“And, O king, mark the hero there standing next to 
Hanuman, dark-hued like the clouds, with eyes like lotus. 
He is the glory of the house of Ikshvaku, known all over 
the world for his valour, to whom virtue ever clings and 
who never strays from the path of duty. Foremost amongst 
those learned in the Vedas, with knowledge of celestial arms, 
whose shafts pierce the heavens and rend the mountains, who 
is like Yama when roused and is the peer of Indra in pro- 
wess, he whose wife you stole, there stands that Rama long- 
ing to meet you in battle.” 

Seeing all the Vanara chieftains, Rama, Lakshmana and 
Sugriva, Ravana’s spirits fell a little and he severely reproved 
his counsellors with whom he was annoyed for singing the 
praises of the foe. 

“Know ye not,” he said, “that it is not meet that coun- 
sellors, who owe their position to the king, should speak 
words that are displeasing to him? Is it the proper time 
for you to sing the praises of the enemy who is standing 
before us ready for battle? In vain is your learning and 
tutelage under preceptors, for you have missed the very 
essence of governance, namely, to obey. It is indeed a 
wonder that I am able to govern this realm with such fools 
for my counsellors. The tree in the forest may survive a 
forest fire; but one who offends the king is doomed. © I 
should have this instant killed you as traitors; but having 
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regard to your loyal service to me in the past I spare yeu. 
Be gone from my presence. You are as good as dead to 
me.” 


9. FALSE HEAD OF RAMA AND SITA’S LAMENT 


Ravana who was somewhat unnerved by Rama's cros- 
sing the sea next conferred with all his counsellors. Then, ° 
with his mind ever dwelling on Sita, he sent for a Rakshasa 
by the name of Vidyajjihva, a master in magic, and said to 
him : 

“Come with me, and let us deceive Sita. With your 
skill in magic make a head exactly like Rama’s, and bow 
and arrow like his and follow me.” 

: Eager to see Sita, he then went to the Asoka gardens 
where he found her sitting on the ground weeping, with her 
head bent down and all her thoughts fixed on her husband. 
Approaching her, he announced himself with assurance as 
if he were bringing good news and spake these bitter words : 

“Madame, you would not listen to my _ suit; and, 
depending on Rama, you have been spurning me. But that 
husband of yours has been slain in battle by my warriors. The 
root from which you derived your strength has thus been cut 
and the source of your over-weening pride destroyed. Bereft 
of all hope you cannot now but be mine. Cease to be un- 
reasonable. Nothing is gained by thinking of the dead. Come 
and be the Queen of my queens. See, here is Rama’s head, 
his bows and arrows brought by my General Prahasta who 
attacked the Vanara forces that had gathered on the northern 
shote, slew them and cut off the head of Rama while he 
was sleeping in the camp.” 

And calling .his attendant he said : 

“Vidyujjihva, place the head of Dasaratha’s son before 
this lady and let her see the face of her dead husband.” 

Sita gazed upon the head before her and the bows and — 
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arrows. Those eyes, the colour of the face, the hair and the 
jewel shining in its midst and the torehead were all like her 
lord’s features which she knew well. Overwhelmed by grief 
she cried : 

“O Kaikeyi, your heart’s desire is now fulfilled. The 
joy of the house of Raghu is dead. Ill-natured as you are, you 
have ruined that noble line. Oh, what harm did Rama do 
to you that you should have thought fit to drive him to the 
wilderness along with me ?” 

As she said these words her frame shook wa Lie fell 
down in a swoon like a plantain tree when it is cut. Gather- 
ing herself quickly, she took the head tenderly in her hand 
and pressing it to her face she cried, full of anguish : 

“O hero, what an ill-fated being I must be to see your 
life fled from you and to be left a widow! Well has it been 
said that to a woman the greatest calamity that can happen 
is the loss of her husband. And, darling, you were struck too 
while trying. to save me who was plunged in sorrow. And 
my dear mother-in-law, Kausalya, is also left without a son, 
like a cow bereft of its calf. The seers had said at the time 
of your birth that you would be long-lived. Could they have 
been mistaken ? 

O best of men, why are you lying low, clinging to the 
cold earth as though it was dearer to you than my poor self ? 
And this bow of yours, how I used to decorate it with gar- 
jands and. ornaments. and worship of yore. 

O sinless one, you must surely have joined your mss 
sires who live in heaven; and, in the form of a star which 
great souls take, you must be eh) the great Raghu race 
below. 

My lord, why do you not look at me? Why do you 
not speak one word, just one word, to me who became your 
wedded wife when she was but a child and has been your 
close companion ever since? Recall the vow made at the 
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time when our hands were joined that I would always be 
your partner in life’s duties; and therefore take me now 
along with you. How could you go to the other world by 
yourself, leaving me—sorrowing me—thus alone? 

Oh, does that body, breathing perfume, to which I used 
to cling now lie a prey to vultures? Must you be denied 
those obsequies which are earned by liberal gifts, by the per- 
formances of sacrifices and worship of fire ? 

O Rama, when Lakshmana returns alone and tells Kau- 
salya that you have been slain by Rakshasas and that I am 
their captive, would she not die heait-broken ? Wretch I am 
that I should have been the cause of the cruel and undeserv- 
ing end of Rama who crossed the mighty deep but lost his 
life in a petty hollow, as it were, made by a cow’s foot. And 
I, his wedded wife, have in truth, turned out to be Death 
to him. In a previous life I must surely have stood in the 
way of a loving couple, and that is why I am now being 
punished. : . 

O Ravana, quickly slay me too and cast me on Rama. 
Let me rest by his side in sweet contentment and follow him 
wherever he may go.” | 

Thus went on Sita weeping and wailing, again and yet 
again, at the sight of her beloved’s dead face and his wea- 
pons. 

And when Ravana suddenly left on being sought by 
his ministers on urgent business, one of the Rakshasi atten- 
dants, Sarama by name, who had become a friend of Sita, 
approached her and tried to console her : 

“Sita dear, you are needlessly alarmed. That the wise 
and ever-careful Rama had been slain in sleep could not be 
true. Rama of long'arms and broad chest, famed all the 
world over for might and prowess supreme, the destroyer of 
foes, who guards himself and defends others in need of help. 
the learned and high-souled Rama has, I am sure, not been 


932 _ YUDDHA-KANDA 


killed. This is just a trick, an illusion created by the cruel 
Ravana, the enemy of all, who is skilled in magic. Your lord 
has crossed the ocean with the Vanara forces; and, believe 
me, these eyes have seen him safe and sound with Lakshmana 
and the legions around him. And hearing of his arrival, 
Ravana is, at this moment, anxiously conferring with Iris 
ministers. 

Hark, lady; the war-drums are thundering. Elephants 
are being armed; horses are being harnessed and the cha- 
riots are got ready. Mounted horsemen with drawn swords 
are careering wildly, while warriors on foot armed and ready 
for the fray are pouring into the highways. The polished 
weapons, the coats of armour and the trapping of horses, 
chariots and elephants are glistening and shooting out varie- 
gated coloured rays like the flames of a forest fire in winter. 
Hear, lady, the ringing of the bells, the rolling of chariot 
wheels and the neighing of coursers. And the Rakshasa wat- 
riors following Ravana in wild enthusiasm with raised wea- 
pons. are fierce to look at. But these Rakshasas, who are 
already alarmed, Rama of prowess surpassing thought will 
surely slay and win his beloved back. Sita, be of good cheer ; 
the days of your suffering are over. You will soon be in the 
arms of your lord, shedding tears of joy.” 


10. RAVANA’S OBSTINACY 


While Sarana was thus comforting Sita, there were 
heard the peals of the war-drums and the challenging War- 
cry of the Vanara hosts which shook the earth. Hearing this, 
the forces of Ravana were unnerved and they thought they 
wete doomed—all due to the fault of their king. Ravana tco 
heard the frightful sound and was for a moment absorbed 
in thought. Then he looked at his counsellors, and in a 
thundering voice which resounded all over the council Aall 
he spoke sternly to nee ) 
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“I have heard that Rama has crossed the ocean and 
also your account of his might and that of his forces. I know 
your gteat prowess in, and enthusiasm for, battle; yet how 
is it you are now looking at one another with diffidence ?” 


The wise Malyavanta, the uncle of Ravana’s mother, 
rose and said : 


“O monarch, long prospers the king who, trained in 
statecraft, follows the wise rules of conduct for kings; and 
his people are happy who knows when to make peace or 
war. If one is weaker than, or equal to, the foe it is always 
wise to make peace; and, when stronger, one*should not 

overlook a foe merely because he is weak, but must strike. 
I, therefore, think, O Ravana, that you should make peace 
with Rama by restoring Sita to him, thereby removing the 
cause of strife. The gods and saints are also on his side as 
he upholds righteousness, which is also the creed of the gods. 
Therefore do not make an enemy of Rama. 


Listen further. Brahma created Right and Wrong of 
yore for the guidance of gods and demons. The gods chose 
to serve Right while the demons elected Wrong. And while 
your pride and your misconduct have weakened your people 
and brought them to the verge of ruin it has had the effect 
of strengthening those who follow the righteous path which 
in the end will lead to success. Owing to your sensual life 
and oppression, holy men, like unto fire, who are engaged 
in the performance of righteous duties have all turned against 
you. And their prayers and soul force are weakening the 
might of Rakshasas. 


Remember too that Brahma’s boon protects you against 
gods, Gandharvas, Yakshas and demons. only. But far dif- 
ferent from them are the mighty men, the terrible Vanara: 
and bears who are knocking at our gates, and the boon is 
of no avail to you against. them. 
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And, O king, I see also many evil dalent boding the 
ruin of the Rakshasas. From dark and heavy clouds, thunder- 
ing frightfully, are falling drops of hot blood all over Lanka. 
Horses and elephants are shedding tears; our standards are 
broken and torn and do not glisten as before; packs of 
jackals and flocks of vultures have enclosed the city and are 
shrieking ; and dogs are entering houses and eating up the 
offerings made to the shrines. Asses are born of kine; rats 
pair with mongoose ; cats with tigers; and dogs with swine. 
Birds are shrieking and fighting and dropping down dead. 
These and other signs seem to me to presage great misfor- 
tune to us. | 

O Ravana, this Rama seems to me to be the Lord Vishnu 
Himself in human form; for no mortal could have per- 
formed such a marvellous task as bridging the ocean. I urge 
_ you therefore to make peace with him.” 

But Ravana whose end was nearing spurned his sage 
counsel and dismissed him. } 


11. PREPARATIONS FOR BATTLE 


Ravana then made preparations for the defence of the 
city. He said : 

“Let our commander Prahasta guard the eastern gate ; 
the brave Mahaparsva and Mahodara will hold the southern 
side; Indrajit, skilled in magic, surrounded by a Rakshasa 
host will keep the western gate; while the north wil! be 
under the care of Suka and Sarana. And I shall also be 
attending at the northern gate.” 

And Vrishaparva of great prowess was stationed in the 
heart of the city with countless warriors, 

In the Vanara camp also the leaders were considering 
the plan of attack. “There lies before us the city of Lanka, 
carefully guarded by Ravana, which neither gods nor demons 
are able to conquer,” they said, “and let us therefore think 
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well how we ele set about, the difficult task of attacking 
it with success.” 


And Vibhishana told rhea what his comrades had 
secretly gathered regarding the disposition of Ravana’s forces. 
Rama then gave command : 


“Let our great commander, Nila, with a large body of 
_ Vanaras oppose the Rakshasa captain Prahasta at the eastern 
gate; Vali’s son, Angada, with a mighty force should attack ~ 
the enemy at the southern gate; and the redoubtable Hanu- 
man with many Vanara legions shall give battle to Indrajit 
at the western gate and force his way ; while Lakshmana and 
I will attack the northern gate guarded by that wretch 
Ravana, the oppressor of the three worlds, whom I am burn- 
ing to kill. And you Sugriva, king of Vanaras, the veteran 
Jambuvantha and yiubishans must make your way and 
strike at the centre.” 


12. SUGRIVA’S SURPRISE ATTACK OF RAVANA | 


Having thus spoken, Rama retired for the night to 
Mount Suvela along with Lakshmana, Sugriva and Vibhi- 
shana. When morning dawned they surveyed the country 
around from the mountain crest and saw before them the 


glorious city of Lanka, the creation of Viswakarma, situated 


on the top of the beautiful Trikuta hill. As they were scan- 
ning and admiring the rich city, they noticed Ravana stand- 
ing in all his glory on the top of a tower within. And at 
the sight of him Sugriva, in great fury, sprang into the air 
and made for him with all his might. On reaching the 
tower, he stood for a moment looking at Ravana; and, un- 
daunted and full of contempt, he addressed him sternly : 

“O Rakshasa, know me to be the friend and servant of 


Rama, lord of the world; and 2) his grace I shall not let 
you escape from me.” 
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So saying Sugriva sprang on Ravana, snatched his mag- 
nificent crown and dashed it on the ground. And seeing him 
rushing to attack again, Ravana said : 


“Before I set my eyes on you, you were known by the 
name of Sugriva (meaning one with a fine neck); but, pre- 
sently, I shall make you neckless.” 


With these.-words Ravana seized his foe and threw him 
to the ground ; but, rebounding like a ball, Sugriva rose at 
ence and hurled Ravana down. 


Then followed a grim duel between the two heroes, each 
striking the other with his fists and palms. With their bodies 
covered with sweat and gore they looked like two red flower. 
ing trees. And when both fell dewn to the ground they 
would spring into the air, remain there for a while facing 
each other and panting for breath, and would charge again, 
each at the other, with renewed fury like tigers and lions. 
Trained in wrestling they tried every trick of that art. They 
would advance and retreat ; go round and round ; and swerve 
to this side and that side. Thus they fought for a long while 
till Ravana decided to invoke the aid of magic. Sensing this 
at once, Sugriva leaped into the air and was soon back by 
Rama’s side. 

Rama, who was anxiously following the combat, was 
much relieved by Sugriva’s safe retutn. Clasping him to his 
bosom he said : 

“O hero, it was wrong of you to have undertaken this 
adventure without consulting me. It is not meet that 
monarchs should expose themselves to such risks. Your 
sudden and bold dash into the enemy’s camp made me, Vibhi- 
shana and our camp extremely anxious about you. O my 
good friend, I beg you not to attempt so rash an adventure 
again. If you had come by any harm, of what avail would 
Sita or my brothers be to me ?” , 
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13. THE ATTACK ON LANKA 


“Lakshmana, let us now get zeady,’ said Rama, “and 
begin to attack Lanka. Judging from portents, there is going: 


, to be terrible bloodshed and destruction on both sides.” 


; 


Rama then descended from the mountain peak, surveyed 


| the assembled Vanara hordes all eager for the fray, and gave’ 
- them the signal to march. Holding his mighty bow, and with 


‘Lakshmana, Vibhishana and the Vanara chieftains behind 


him, he led the invading army towards Lanka. On, 


_ reaching the outer walls of Lanka, they surrounded the city 


and took up the position already assigned to them, Rama and 
Lakshmana taking their stand at the northern gate which 
Ravana was guarding, while Sugriva and Jambuvantha, witir 
a large body of Vanaras, stood close to Rama to his left. So- 
numerous were they, filling the earth and sky, and so com- 
pletely had they, with big trees in their hands, besieged the 
city, that even a breath of wind could not penetrate into it. 
And the shouts they sent forth, loud as the roar of the sea 
when it lashes the shore in fury and overflows, shook Lanka 
with all its ramparts, portals and groves, and the Rakshasas 
were stricken with awe and wonder. 

With his forces thus poised for assault Rama thought it 
fit, having regard to usage and the conventions among kings, 
to give Ravana, before actually beginning to attack, a last 
chance of avoiding bloodshed. Accordingly, with the appro- 
val of Vibhishana, he summoned Angada and said to him : 

“Angada, fly into the city and boldly give Ravana this 
vitimatum from me: 

‘Wretch of a Rakshasa, in your insolence you have 
harmed the gods, saints, nymphs and kings. Know that I, 
whose wife you have stolen, am at the gates of your city, 
full of ire, ready with my bow to punish you. Brahma’s boon 
which has made you so arrogant will no. longer be of any 
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avail to you. Show me, if you dare, the might and guile 
which led you to cheat me and carry Sita away. If you do 
not give Sita back to me at once and beg for mercy, I warn 
you that with these keen shafts I shall rid the world of all 
Rakshasas. You cannot escape from me even if you seek 
shelter anywhere in the three worlds. Take a last long look 
at Lanka. Your life is in my hands. You are unworthy of 
being a monarch. The good Vibhishana who has sought my 
protection shall be the king of the Rekshasas.’” 

Angada leaped at once into Lanka and presented him- 
self before Ravana who was sitting in the midst of his minis- 
ters. On hearing Rama’s message, Ravana became furious 
and shouted : “Seize this impudent Vanara and put him to 
death’. Four fierce Rakshasas sprang on Angada who allow- 
ed himself for a moment to be seized by them so that he 
might display his strength. Then, holding them firmly with 
his arms, he suddenly sprang to the roof of the palace and 
hurled them down. And, before Ravana’s very eyes, he kick- 
ed a turret of the palace which fel! down with a crash to 
the consternation of all; and, announcing his name trium- 
phantly, he flew back to Rama to the great joy of the Vanaras. 

The Vanara forces then started attacking at all the four 
entrances to the city. From the root of his palace Ravana, 
full of wrath, surveyed the surging mass of. the enemy press- 
ing all round the city; and saw Rama and the Vanara chief- 
tains leading them. He began to be troubled by the thought 
as to how to overcome such a formidable foe. At last, mus- 
tering his courage, he redoubled his vigilance and prepared 
to check the enemy. 

Meanwhile, as Rama approached the walls of Ene 
leading the Vanaras with war-like pride and gazed with won- 
der at the city with its banners floating merrily, his thoughts 
‘flew back to Sita; and in great anguish he said to himself : 
“Ah there, in this city, is shut up my fawn-eyed beloved, 
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suffering on my account.” Spurred by this thought he cried, 
‘Advance ye Vanaras, and slay the Rakshasas’. They heard. 
his words, and with loud shouts began to attack. With rocks 
and trees they rushed forward battering the outer walls and 
portals, and filled the moat with stones, trees and torn crests: 
of mountains. They broke the city gates and turrets and 
ptessed forward shouting in wild enthusiasm, ‘Victory to 
mighty Rama and Lakshmana and our king Sugriva, friend 
of Rama’, and they began to scale the walls. 

Ravana was furious at the progress the enemy was: 
making and ordered his whole army to sally forth and fight 
the enemy. Great was the uproar as the Rakshasa hosts 
rushed at evety gate to the beating of war-drums and to the 
blowing of conches. Like the swelling and rushing sea at 
the time of the deluge, wave after wave came the Rakshasas 
to beat off the invaders. The tumultous noise they made and 
the answering fierce cry of the Vanaras reverberated through- 
out the earth, sky and the sea. Added to it there was the 
roar of elephants, the neighing of horses and the thundering 
of the chariot wheels—all terrible to hear. 

And. fierce was the fight which followed, as when the 
gods strove of yore with the demons, the Rakshasas felling 
‘the Vanaras with mace, spear and axe, while the latter 
smashed the former with huge rocks and trees and tore them 
with their teeth and claws. The Rakshasa chiefs advanced in 
their chariots, and many a single combat between the leaders 
on the two sides took place. And the battle-field which was 
strewn with fallen Rakshasas and Vanaras, maimed horses: 
and elephants, broken chariots and weapons was frighten- 
ing to see. 

The sun began to set and darkness came; but the on- 
slaught by the Rakshasas who were wishing for the night 
was renewed with even greater vigour. So thick was the 
darkness that it was impossible to distinguish friend from 
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foe; and each side very often killed its own comrades. 
‘Smite, rend, come, why are you running away?’ were the 
words that filled the air. And in that thick gloom the Raksha- 
sas whose golden atmour was glistening looked like tower- 
ing hills in a forest on fire. They pounced on the Vanaras 
and ate up those they slew. And the Vamaras sprang on 
their elephants, horses and chariots and tore them with their 
teeth ; while Rama and Lakshmana kept on speeding sharp 
shafts on the enemy killing many of them. 

Then a large number of these giants came in a body 
to attack Rama, pouring arrows on him and roaring like the 
seven seas at the time of the deluge. | Rama heard their shouts. 
With six shafts he smote six of their leaders in an instant. 
Continuing, he rained on the giants, charging at him, shafts, 
blazing like fire, which lit up the welkin, and his foes perish- 

ed like moths in a flame. 


i4. THE TRIUMPH OF INDRAJIT 


Meanwhile, a battle was raging between Vali’s son, 
Angada, and Ravana’s son Indrajit. Angada smashed the car 
which bore Indrajit and smote the charioteer and the horses. 
Thus worsted, Indrajit vanished initio the air nursing ven- 
geance. Great was the rejoicing in the Vanara camp and the 
gods and saints also hailed the great victory of Angada. 

Soon, however, Indrajit, hidden to the sight, began to 
pour fierce arrows on Rama and Lakshmana which pierced 
them sharply all over their body. With charmed shafts like 
unto serpents, the gift of Brahma, he bound their limbs and 
continued smiting them till the blood flowed down in a 
stream from their wounds ; and they looked like 2insuk trees 
glowing with crimson blossoms. Remaining invisible, he 
cried aloud : | 

“Rama, Lakshmana, when I choose to fight hidden from 
sight, not even Indra can find me or approach me; and how 
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<an you two, mere mortals, hope to oppose me? [I shall, in 


my fury, send you today with my unending stream of shafts 
to the abode of Yama.’ 

So saying, he continued to smite them and shouted 
triumphantly again and again. Pierced in limb and every 
vital part, a mist came over their eyes and they sank to the 
ground in a faint like the standard in honour of Indra com- 
ing down when the rope which kept it in place gives way. 

Seeing them lying senseless, HOS beaming with suc- 
cess, said to the Rakshasas : 

“Ye Rakshasas, see there lie smitten by my arrows the 
two mighty brothers, Rama and Lakshmana, who slew my 
uncles Khara and Dhusana. Not all the gods, demons and 
saints together can free them from the chain with which | 
have bound them. That Rama, for fear of whom my dear 
sire was passing sleepless nights and our Lanka was agitated 
like a river during the rainy season, he who was cutting at 
the root of our lives lies there helpless smitten by. me. In 
vain now is the might of the two brothers and the Vanaras, 
like clouds in winter time.” 

Tumultous shouts of applause greeted these words, and 
the Rakshasas believed that Rama was dead. 

The victorious Indrajit rained his shafts on the Vanari:; 


chieftains who, full of concern, had gathered round Rama 


and Lakshmana, and then hastened to his sire. 

At the sight of the two brothers ridden with shafts, 
Sugriva was overcome with grief anc his whole frame shook. 
But Vibhishana consoled him and cheered him thus : 

“Sugriva, cease your fears and check your tears. It jis 
ever the way in war. Success is never certain. But, look, 
there are none of the signs of death on their faces. The 
glow of life is still there. They have only fainted and will 
soon recover. The high-souled and the righteous never come 
by untimely death. Be calm, therefore, and be not disheart- 
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ened. O hero, it behoves you to cheer our forces and hold 
them together till Rama regains consciousness when he will 
surely dispel all our fears. Finding me seeking them the 
Vanaras are already whispering words of fright and suggest- 
ing flight. See, therefore, that they cast their fears away like 
faded garlands of yesterday.” 

The Vanara chieftains, full of anguish, stood round the 
two princes guarding them, while the Vanara legions armed 
with trees remained at their posts looking with anxious eyes 
this way and that way and up into the sky, fearing all the 
while and mistaking every rustle of the straw for the sound 
of the approaching foe. 


15. SITA’S LAMENT 


When Ravana heard from Indrajit that he had overcome 
Rama and Lakshmana, bound them with his Naga (Serpent) 
darts and that they were lying dying, he jumped from his 
throne in great joy, pressed his son to his bosom and caressed 
him on the head. He felt very happy, and the fever born 
of the dread of Rama troubled him no more. | 

His thoughts at once flew back to Sita; and, full of 
hope, he sent for the giantesses attending on her and said 
to them : | 

“Ye Rakshasis, go and tell Sita that Rama and Laksh- 
mana have been slain in battle by mighty Indrajit. Take her 
in my celestial chariot and show her their bodies. He, rely- 
ing on whom, she has been spurning me, has fallen. All 
doubts now removed, helpless and with nothing to hope for, 
she will at last be compelled, of her own accord, to accept 
me.” | 

Sita was accordingly taken quickly to where the brothers 
were lying. She saw, in passing, the field covered with slain 
Vanaras ; she saw too the triumphant Rakshasas. As she 
came near she saw the Vamnara chieftains, in great grief, 
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gathered by the side of the princes. And when her eyes at 
Jast fell on Rama and Lakshmana !ying senseless in their 
midst, pierced all over by arrows, with their coats of mail shat- 
tered and bows slipping from their hands, she was overwhelm- 
ed by grief and tears overflowed her face. Believing them 
to be dead she broke into a bitter lament : 

“Oh, Rama, my lord, do I see you lying slain! False 
then have proved they, skilled in reading the future, who pro- 
phesied that I would be a mother and would never be a 
widow ; and false too the words of the seers who foretold 
that I would be the wife of a hero and a queen. I understood 
that there were on my body the twelve marks betokening 
good fortune. Alas, all this is in vain, now that you are 
slain. : 
How you two must have toiled searching for me in 
Janasthan! And when at last you came to know where I 
was, you crossed even the impassable main only to meet your 
énd in a puddle, as it were, of the size of a cow’s foot. Pre- 
cious celestial missiles were yours, and no one fighting in the 
open could have escaped from you. But, oh, through magic 
_ spells, the coward hand of a hidden foeman has struck down 
you both, the peers of Indra and my props. Seeing you both 
laid low in the battle-field, methinks that nothing can with- 
stand Fate. 

O Rama, I sorrow not so much for myself, nor for you, 
Lakshmana and my own mother as for my venerable 
mother-in-law Kausalya who would be counting each day and 
looking forward to her dear son returning along with Laksh- 
mana and me when his exile is over.” 

Thus she wept and wailed. But Trijata, her one friend 
among the fierce fsa ee guarding her, speaking tenderly 
to her, said: 

_ “Madame, grieve not; your husband lives. I see good 
reasons for thinking that the brothers are living. An army 
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which has lost its leader would be dispirited and drifting like 
a ship with its captain gone. But, look, these Vanara forces 
stand firmly arrayed ; and, mark, how full of hope they are 
standing by the two brothers. Further, had they been dead, 
this auspicious celestial car would never have borne you. 

Believe me, they are not dead, and I am only speaking 
the truth. Dear lady, know that your virtues and gracious 
conduct have drawn my heart towards you. 

Look at them calmly. The light of life is still shining 
on their faces and they show none of the ugly signs that mark 
the dead. Weep not, therefore, dear Sita.” 

“May your words prove true!” prayed Sita with folded 
hands. And the chariot then took her back to Asoka gar- 
dens where she continued grieving as she thought of the two 
princes. 


16. RAMA AND LAKSHMANA RECOVER 


After a little while Rama awoke from his trance; and 
seeing his brother lying senseless, his body pierced all over 
with shafts and bathed in blood, he cried in great anguish : 

“Oh! what care I for this life of mine or tor Sita when 
I see my brother lying slain in the battle-field. By diligent 
search one may even find another woman in the world like 
Sita, but never such a devoted brother, mighty in battle and 
wise in counsel. Should Lakshmana, this joy of mother 
Sumitra, die I shall die too before the very eyes of all these 
Vanaras. Vf I return to Ayodhya without him what shall I 
say to Kausalya or Kaikeyi or my brothers ? And how shall 
I console the mother eagerly expecting her son whom she 
will see no mofe and who would be trembling with grief 
and crying like a lamb? How shall I meet the bereaved 
mother’s accusing eyes ? No, no, I cannot. I shall resign my 
life here itself. On account of sinner and ignoble me, lies he 
dead; and I have no desire to live any longer. 


proewey 


RAMA AND LAKSHMANA RECOVER _ 345 


O Lakshmana, brother dear, when I was plunged in grief 
how you always used to soothe me with cheering words. And, 
alas, now you lie here lifeless, unable to speak one word ta 
your sorrowing brother. 

Lying on a bed of arrows and dyed with blood, he glows 
like the setting sun. He who could contend with mighty 
Indra himself and who deserves to lie on the softest of beds 
now lies dead on this bare ground. Never have I heard him 
speak a harsh word even when in anger. When I was exiled 
he followed me lovingly to the forest, leaving all. And now, 
in death, I go too with him, for I cannot live without him. 

Oh, it grieves me much that I am unable to keep my 
word to Vibhishana to make him king of the Rakshasas. 

And, O Sugriva, I ask you to cross the sea with all the 
Vanaras at once and go back lest Ravana should attack you. 
Hanuman has done for me in this war what no one else 
-could have done. To him and other Vanara chieftains who 
have all done valorous deeds and others who have fallen for 
my sake I am deeply grateful. Sugriva, my good friend, you 
have done faithfully for me all that could be expected of a 
dear friend. Full well have ye all, my noble Vanaras, stood 
by me, and I now bid ye to return.” 

The Vanaras were all moved to tears by these words of 
Rama. Just then, a terrible storm broke driving before it 
clouds charged with lightning. The earth shook and the sea 
became rough ; while huge serpents, fleeing in fright, were 
swept from the earth into the sea. And soon the Vanaras saw 
the mighty Garuda, the king of birds and the dread of ser- 
pents, riding the storm and coming towards them flashing 
like fire. At the sight of him the serpents in the form of 
shafts that had bound the princes fled in fright. Happy at 
seeing Rama and Lakshmana, Garuda gently touched their 
faces; and at once their wounds healed; and their bodies 
regained their golden colour. Soon they were as before, with 
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even added strength, prowess, memory, intelligence and 
spirit. 

Full of gratitude, Rama then enquired of their saviour : 

“By your favour, Lakshmana and I are freed from the 
great misery inflicted on us by the son of Ravana. My heart 
warms to you as if these eyes were seeing my site or grand- 
sire. Pray, what mighty being may you be, so handsome, so 
well-attired and so well-decked ?” 

And Garuda answered : 

“O Rama, know me to be your friend. I am Garuda, 
the king of all winged creatures, and I regard myself, indeed, 
as your second self, so dear ate you to me. As soon as I 
learnt that you were in trouble I came to help you; for no 
cne—neither gods or demons—but me’ can release you from 
the serpent noose which Indrajit has through magic-spell cast 
on you in the form of arrows. Rama, you have ever to be on 
guard, as these Rakshasas are full ot guile and try to over- 
come, by deceit, heroes like you who are never unfair in bat- 
tle. You will, I have no doubt, kill Ravana, destroy the whole 
of Lanka, sparing only the old and the very young, and 
recover Sita. Now, my friend, let me go.” 

After saying this, Garuda went round Rama, fondly 
embraced him and flew into the air with the speed of wind. 


‘17. ATTACK ON LANKA RENEWED 


Seeing Rama and Lakshmana quite their former selves 
again, great was the rejoicing in the Vanara camp. Like lions 
soared the Vanaras ; the war-drums thundered ; and conches 
blared forth. In wild enthusiasm, shouting war-cry loud as 
thunder when rains begin, the Vanara legions rushed once 
again to the gates of Lanka. 

Ravana was surprised to hear these tumultous and joyous 
shouts. And when he was told that the brothers had shaken 
off the serpent-arrows with which Indrajit had bound them 
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and were at large like majestic tuskers that had broken loose 
from the ropes that had held them his face fell; fear and 
anxiety gripped his soul. And he said to himself : 

“In vain then has been Indrajit’s prowess in binding my 
foes with those irresistible arrows, radiant as the sun and 
like unto serpents and which were rhe gift of the gods. Me- 
thinks the fate of my army now hangs in the balance.” 

Breathing hard like a serpent and full of rage he then 
gave command : ‘ 

~ “O Dhumraksha of terrible prowess, now go forth with 
a large force of Rakshasas and slay Rama and the Vanuaras.” 

Dhumraksha rushed immediately to the western gate, 
where Hanuman was attacking, with a host of warriors on 
foot, mounted on horses and elephants or driving chariots. 
Many were the ill-omens which greeted him as he set out 
in his chariot drawn by mules. Undaunted, he led the attack, 
and mortal war was waged on either side with varying for- 
tune. Dhumraksha rained his arrows and pressed back the 
Vanaras. Hanuman saw the Vanaras fleeing and, at once, 
heaving a heavy stone he flung it at him with all his might. 
The giant saw the stone coming and quickly leaped out of 
the car which lay shattered with the mules drawing it killed 
and its standards and bows broken. And when the Rakshasa 
saw Hanuman charging at him with another mighty rock 
lifted aloft, he rushed at him and struck him on the head 
with his mace of many spikes. But Hanuman, ‘strong as the 
wind, cared not for the blow and quickly smote him with a 
rock. And down came the Rakshasa with all his limbs crush- 
ed; and his forces fell back into the city in confusion. 

Then, in another part, at the southern gate, a grim bat- 
tle took place between the Raksha:as led by Vajradanshtra 
and the Vanaras led by Vali’s son Angada. The two leaders, 
full of fury, closed with each other like a lion and a tusker. 
The giant sped a thousand shafts at Angada which pierced 
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his very vitals and blood streamed down his body. Unpur- 
turbed, the latter answered by throwing a huge tree at the 
former who cut it into pieces with his arrows before it could 
teach him. Then he hurled at him a huge rock, but the 
Rakshasa nimbly leaped from the chariot with mace in hand 
ere the rock fell. With another stone of mighty weight like 
unto a hill Angada smote him on the head. The Rakshasa 
reeled under the blow and fainted for a while. Recovering 
quickly he struck Angada in the chest with his mace. Then 
they fought furiously with their fists and looked like Mercury 
and Mars locked in battle in the skies. At last with swords 
in their hands they faced each other and smote mercilessly 
till, by labour spent, they sank on their knees to the ground. 
But Angada rose in an instant as a snake rears its head when 
beaten with a stick and, with eyes fired with fury, he picked 
up the sword and mowed off the head of the foe. When they 
saw their leader slain, the Rakshasas fled to the city crest- 
fallen and with faces pale with fear. 

And Akampana who was next sent to repel the invaders 
also shared the same fate at the hands of the redoubtable 
Hanumantha. 

When Ravana found that so many of his commanders 
had fallen and their armies routed he was seriously alarmed. 
He conferred with his ministers for some time and then went 
into the city to inspect the disposition of his forces which 
had been hemmed in by the enemy who had surrounded the 
city. Summoning Prahasta, the able commander of his army 
and skilled in war, he said : 

“O hero, methinks, there is no way of raising the siege 
of this city except by fighting to death. Only I, or Kumbha- 
karna, or Indrajit, or you, the chief of my forces, can under- 
take this responsibility. Go forth, therefore, with your army ; 
and when they hear you coming and the roar of the warriors. 
. the fickle-minded and undisciplined Vanara hordes wili quickly 
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turn tail, leaving Rama and Lakshmana to your mercy. If 
you think otherwise tell me what is best for us to do.” 

And Prahasta replied : 

“O king, this matter was considered by the council be- 
fore and there was much debate on it. I had come to the con- 
clusion that surrender of Sita was the right course to take 


and I foresaw that, otherwise, war would follow. O, my sove- 
reign lord, I have received many favours from you in the 


past and have all these years been honoured by you. Would 
I hesitate to stand by you now that war has come? I care 
not for my life; or for my wife and children; nor for 
wealth. Know that I am ready to sacrifice my life for you 
in battle.” 

Accordingly, at the head of a host of warriors, Prahasta 
sallied forth by the eastern gate, and a pitched battle took 
place between the two sides. Prahasta poured arrows and 
scattered death around. Seeing him driving back the Vanaras | 
the Vanara commander, Nila, attacked him in great rage. 
Bitter was their struggle, each bent on conquering and neither 
prepared to yield. At last Nila smashed Prahasta’s head with 
a huge rock and the latter fell down dead. With the fall 
of their leader, chill fear seized their souls and the Rakshasas 
fled from the battle-field even as water escapes when the em- 
bankment which held it gives way. 


18. RAVANA’S FIRST BATTLE AND 
RAMA’S MAGNANIMITY 


Ravana was grieved to hear that Prahasta was slain ; 
and bursting with rage he spoke thus to the Rakshasa nobles : » 

“My lords, the enemy that has slain the chief of our 
army, supported though he was by our well-equipped force, 
could be no mean enemy and must be taken seriously. With- 
out further thought I shall therefore take the field myself 
at once, and raining arrows on them I shall destroy Rama, 
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Lakshmana and their Vanara allies as a wild fire lays waste 
a. forest.” 

Speaking thus he got into his chariot while war-drums 
thundered, conches were blown and his praises were sung by 
bards. Girt by the principal leaders and a mighty force he 
sallied forth through the city gates and saw the Vanara hosts 
investing the city armed with big rocks and huge trees. 

Seeing the terrible Rakshasa army, Rama asked Vibhi- 
shana to tell him who were leading it. Pointing out and 
describing the several Rakshasa chiefs, Vibhishana said : 

“And look at that giant, in the midst of the fierce 
Rakshasas, like unto the Destroyer Rudra, with a body huge 
as the Vindhya hills, over whose head stands spread a white 
umbrella bright as the moon, who wears a magnificent crown, 
who has tamed Indra’s pride and is glowing like the lord 
of day himself. He is the great Ravana, lord of the Rakshasas.” 

And Rama observed: “Ah, I see the wretch who has 
stolen Sita and I shall now vent my pent-up wrath on him.” 
He grasped his bow, laid an arrow on it and stood ready with 
Lakshmana to meet the foe 

Meanwhile, before proceeding Fests Ravana bade 
his army to stay behind at the gates and battlements pro- 
tecting the city lest the enemy enter it in their absence. He 
then advanced against the foe so fiercely that the Vanaras fell 
apart like the waters divided by a monster of the sea in its 
course. 

Sugriva rushed to check him. Heaving a stone of mighty 
weight he threw it at him ; but Ravana smashed it into pieces 
midway with his arrows. Then he sped at the Vanara chief 
a shaft, terrible as Death itself, blazing like fire and swift as 
thunderbolt, which pierced Sugriva and stretched him sense- 
Jess on the ground. The Rakshasas shouted in triumph. 

Seeing the discomfiture of their chief, many Vanarw 
chieftains hurried to oppose Ravana, carrying massive stones 
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which they hurled at him in vain; for he checked them all 
with a barrage of arrows. Onward sped Ravana in his cha- 
riot pouring more arrows and driving the Vanara hordes who, 
unable to resist his onslaught, ran to Rama crying: “Save 
us, save us.” Rama quickly seized his bow and was rushing 
to their rescue when Lakshmana begged of him : 

“My lord, full well I know you can slay this wretch of 
a Rakshasa; but let me be entrusted with the task of smit- 
ing him.” | | 

And Rama answered : 

“Go then, Lakshmana. But remember that Ravana is 
a great hero, of wonderful prowess; and, when roused, not 
all the three worlds can resist him. Be on your guard. Note 
his weakness and strike him; and take care that you do not 
expose yourself.” 

Meanwhile, Hanuman who saw the havoc Ravana was 
making intercepted him, and raising his arm he rushed to 
the giant’s chariot and cried so as to frighten him : 

“You may not fear death from the gods. But Brahma’s 
boon would be of no avail against Vanaras. Look, Rakshasa, 
this upraised arm of mine will squeeze the life out of you 
today.” : 

His eyes red with wrath, Ravana eed 

“Strike, Vanara, and win sg fame. When I know 
your might, I shall destroy you.” 

“Have you forgotten the prowess I showed when f 
killed your son Aksha ?” replied Hanuman. 

Red with rage Ravana smote the Vanara on the chest 
and Hanuman reeled under the blow. Gathering himself, 
however, in a moment, he struck Ravana so fiercely that the 
Jatter shook like a mountain during an earthquake. And from 
the skies were heard triumphant shouts of the gods and sages. 
But Ravana was soon himself again, and he dealt with his 
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fist such a tremendous blow on Hanuman’s chest that the 
Vanara sank to the ground. 

Ravana next advanced towards the Vanara commander, 
Nila, who attacked him with hills and gigantic trees which 
‘were ineffectual against the keen shafts of the Rakshasa. The 
Vanara chief then shrunk himself into a small form and 
leaped on the standard of the foe’s chariot, and moving down 
Sat first on his bow and next on his crown, much to the sur- 
prise of Ravana and the admiration of Rama, Lakshmana and 
Hanuman who were watching his nimble movements. At 
last Ravana sped at Nila a celestial dart inspired by the Fire- 
god which pierced him but did not kill him; for he was 
the offspring of the Fire-god himself. 

The victorious Ravana then made for Lakshmana, sound- 
ing his bow which made the earth quake. And Lakshmana 
cried : “Lord of the rovers of night, the Vanaras are not meet 
Opponents for you. Come and fight with me.” 

Hearing these words and the twanging of Lakshmana’s 
bow Ravana replied in fury : 

“O Raghu’s son, I am glad to meet you. Your end has 
come; for I shall slay you today wirh these arrows and send 
you to the abode of Yama.” 

With these words the Rak&shasz sped seven keen shafts 
which Lakshmana cut off with his own arrows. Each went 
on pouring endless arrows on the other and cutting them till 
Lakshmana, struck by Ravana’s arrows, fainted for a moment. 
Quickly coming to himself and grasping the bow again he 
shot powerful shafts which broke Ravana’s bow and hit him, 
rendering him unconscious for a little while. Soon, however, 
the giant was up again, though covered with blood ; and he 
took a terrible missile, blazing like smokeless flame, the gift 
of Brahma, and flung it at Lakshmana who could not ward 
it off with his arrows. It struck Lakshmana on the chest and 
he sank to the ground in a swoon. Ravana rushed towards 
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him and tried to lift him with those strong arms of his which 
could dislodge the majestic Himalaya mountain, the Meru 
peak and all the three worlds. He tugged and toiled; but 
move Lakshmana he could not; for the recollection that he 
was part of Lord Vishnu Himself made Lakshmana immov- 
able. 

The Wind-god’s son who saw this from afar came rush- 
ing to the scene, attacked Ravana and gave him such a heavy 
blow on his chest that it sent him tottering; and he lay 
senseless. Hanuman then lifted Lakshmana, who had beconie 
light to the arms of a friend and devotee, and carried him 
to Rama. The missile left Lakshmana whose wounds also 
disappeared at once. 

And Ravana too, having recovered, was ready with his 
bow and arrows to resume attack when he found Rama, borne 
on the shoulders of Hanuman, rushing towards him in sup- 
port of the Vanaras who were fleeing. Twanging his bow, 
the sound of which was like unto thunder, Rama said to him- 
sternly : 

“O chief of the Rakshasas, stay, stay ; you cannot escape 
being punished for the wrong you have done to me. Fly 
whither you will—to Indra, Sun or Yama—you cannot escape 
from me. Know me to be the very Lakshmana, whom you 
struck with your missile, come back in the form of Death to 
you and your kin.” 

Full of fury Ravana replied by striking Hanuman with 
his arrows, blazing like the all-destroying fire ending the 
world. But Hanuman flinched not in the least. 

And seeing Hanuman wounded, Rama, in uncontro!- 
lable anger, drew closer to the Rakshasa and with many keen 
shafts slew his charioteer and the steeds, and shattered the 
car with its standards and all its weapons. Then with a 
shaft, like unto lightning, he struck Ravana in the chest 


even as Indra hurled his bolt at the Meru mountain. . And 
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Ravana, the hero who had, of yore, withstood without flinch- 
ing the thunderbolts of Indra himself, reeled under Rama’s 
blow and the bow slipped from his hands. With yet another 
crescent-shaped fiery dart Rama tore the crown, glistening 
like the sun, that Ravana wore. 

Then the merciful Rama said thus to the defeated giant 
who, all his glory lost, was now verily like a serpent with 
its venomous fangs drawn or the sun without its radiance : 

“Rakshasa, a terrible battle have you fought and have 
slain many of my Vanara friends. But I do not like to strike 
and kill you now as you are too tired to continue fighting. 
You may now go back to Lanka. After resting there for a 
while you can return to the field mounted on a chariot and 
armed with the bow when you will see my might again.” 

Humbled and wounded, bereft of car and crown, Ravana 
rose and wended back quickly to Lanka. And the gods, the 
other celestials and the whole world were filled with joy. 

Like an elephant overcome by the lordly lion or a ser- 
pent in the talons of the king of birds, Ravana felt broken- 
spirited and shuddered at the thought of Rama’s shafts glis- 
tening like lightning and terrible as Brahma’s bolts ending 
an age. Seated on his magnificent golden throne he addressed 
the Rakshasas thus in a tone of despair : 

“Ye Rakshasas, all my severe penance has been in vain 
seeing that I, the, peer of Indra, has been defeated by a 
mere man. I recall now what Brahma said to me of yore. 

‘Take care, Rakshasa, there may be danger for you from 
man,’ he said. 

In requesting Brahma for the boon Which he granted, 
1 had asked for security from the gods, demons and serpents 
only and not from man of whom I was not afraid. 

What the Creator then said is proving true. I now also 
recollect the prophetic words of angry Anaranya, a*former 
king of the Ikshvaku dynasty: ‘Mean Rakshasa, there shall 
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one day be born in my royal line the prince who will destroy 
- you and yours in battle.’ 

And this Rama must be the man he foretold. 

Many other curses come back to my memory. The 
ascetic maid Vedavati whose modesty I violated must, as she 
threatened, have come as this Sita to wreak her vengeance 
on me. And the goddess Uma, wite of Lord Siva, in anger 
over my dislodging the Kailasa mountain, the celestial nymph 
Rambha and others have all declared that a woman shall 
bring about my ruin. Things are happening as they all wished 
and foretold, and my end seems to be nearing. | 

Friends, it now tests on you all to put forth your best 
efforts. Let our warriors protect the gates carefully and take 
up their position on the rampart. Let my brother, the heroic 
Kumbhakarna, the foremost of Rakshasas and the tamer of 
the pride of the gods, who, under a curse from Brahma, is 
now in one of his periodical long spells of sleep be woke up. 
He will, I am sure, destroy the Vanaras and slay the two 
princes. If ig: rises and comes to our help my sorrows will 
— soon cease.” 


19. -KUMBHAKARNA ROUSED FROM SLEEP 


Accordingly, the Rakshasa lords went to rouse Kumbha- 
karna, carrying with them large quantity of meat and other 
eatables and garlands rich in perfume. As they entered the 
cave in which he lay, it was with great difficulty they could 
stand, powerful though they were, as the force of his breath- 
ing was sweeping them away. They tried to wake him by tumul- 
tous shouting like unto thunder; they shook his body ; they 
beat war-drums and blew conches so loudly that the birds in 
fright flew hither and thither and dropped to the ground. 
But still he slept. Then they rained blows on him with their 
fists, clubs and maces; and hurled rocks at him. But he 
moved not, They pulled his hair; bit his ears, and poured 
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a hundred pails of water into them. Yet he continued to 
sleep. At last a hundred elephants were made to run over 
his body when he showed some signs of waking from slum- 
ber. They kept on crushing him with heavy stones and smit- 
ing him with huge uprooted trees till he woke up. Hungry - 
and yawning he rose, and his breath was like a strong wind 
blowing from a mountain. He was immediately shown the 
grand repast that had been got ready for him. He devoured 
the meat and drank wine and blood. Seeing his satisfied 
look, the visitors ventured to go near him and bowed to 
him. Still drowsy from his broken slumber he first cast his 
eyes around and then in surprise asked them : 

- “What may be the reason for my being woken up thus ? 
Is all well with the king? Or what dire event could have 
happened for you to rouse me in such haste? I shall dispel 
the king’s fear at once. I shall be prepared for his sake even 
to pull down Indra from heaven and quench the fire. Tell 
me the reason. It could not be a trifling one.” 

The leader of the Rakshasas then told him all that had 
happened. Hearing of the defeat of his brother, Kumbha- 
karna, rolling his eyes in wrath, said : 

“I shall go forthwith and destroy in battle all the Vana- 
ras together with Rama and Lakshmana. The Rakshasas 
shall feast today on their flesh, and the princes’ blood shall 
be my drink.” 

Thus said, he strode to Ravana’s palace with such heavy 
tread that the earth shook under him. 

Rama was astonished to see the huge giant, moving 
about with a band of warriors at the sight of whom the 
Vanaras were already beginning to flee and asked of Vibhi- 
shana : | 

“Tell me who is that mighty being, a mountain in size, 
a veritable heavy cloud charged with lightning, the like of 
whom I have never seen before and at the mere sight of 
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whom out Vamaras are fleeing. Is he a Rakshasa or a 
god ?” ae % 

And Vibhishana replied: 

“Rama, know him to be Kumbhakarna, the son of 
Pulastya and the brother of Ravana, peerless among the 
Rakshasas and the conqueror of Indra and other gods. While 
other Rakshasas are mighty by virtue of boons from the Crea- 
tor, he is so from the moment of his birth. As soon as he 
was born he ate a thousand beings, and the world of men 
appealed to Indra for protection. When Indra and the gods 
found themselves unable to repress him they sought the assist- 
ance of Brahma who cursed him saying : 

“You seem to be born to ruin the world. Lest the world 
be destroyed you shall henceforth be senseless as if you were 
dead.” 

But his brother Ravana begged of the Creator : 

“O Lord Brahma, who would lop the golden tree when 
it is beginning to bear fruit ? It is not meet that you should 
curse thus your own grandson. Yet, as I know you must 
keep your word, be so good as to limit the time when he 
should be lying and when awake.” 

Brahma gave reply : 

“He shall sleep for six months at a time and then rise 
for a day when he can satisfy his hunger and defy the whole 
world.” 

Such is the giant brother whom Ravana, afraid of your 
might, has summoned to assist him in this fateful hour. 
Rama, to put heart into the Vanaras who are frightened and 
fleeing at the sight of him let them be humoured into believ. 
ing that what they see is no giant but a mere show-piece made 
to scare them.” 

Ravana’s heart bounded with joy at the sight of his 
brother. He rose from his seat and, embracing him, explained 
why he had him roused from his sleep and appealed to him : 
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“O brother, of mighty arms, the scourge of foes, save 
Lanka, save the women, children and the old who are left 
helpless and save me. For the sake of your brother, go forth , 
now on this difficult task of smiting the Vanaras. I know 
your great prowess. The gods and fiends themselves have 
been conquered by you. With the same matchless prowess, 
and for the love I bear you, drive the enemy away even as 
the storm scatters the winter clouds.” | 

Hearing these doleful words cf his brother, Kumbha- 
karna laughed and spoke patronisingly saying : 

“O monarch, you did not think carefully, nor did you 
take counsel, as any wise king would have done, before doing 
this deed fraught with serious consequences. Nor did you 
heed our warning. And you are now reaping the inevitable 
fruits of sin. It would be wise to accept the sage counsel 
brother Vibhishana gave.” | 

Ravana who was angered by these words said : 

“Like a venerable preceptor, are you teaching me, your 
elder brother, his duties ? What is the use now of dwelling on 
what was done or omitted to be done by me through pas- 
sion, foolishness or pride of power? What is past is past. 
It behoves us now to see how best we can meet the danger 
facing us. O Kumbhakarna, if you have any love for mie, 
repair by your prowess the wrong done by your erring bro- 
ther. He only is a friend who helps you when you are in 
need; and he only is a dear relation who stands by you 
through thick and thin.” 

To Ravana, sorely troubled in mind, Kumbhakarna 
spoke these words of cheer : 

“O lord of Rakshasas, cease your doubts and fears and 
calm your wrath. While I am living why need you be alarm- 
ed? You shall see me doing in battle what is expected of a 
dear friend or relation. You shall see me today smiting Rama 
and his brother and making the Vanaras flee. You will be 
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happy to see me bringing the head of Rama. The families 
of our fallen warriors shall behold me slaying Rama and 
chase their tears away when they find me wreaking vengeance 
on the foe that wrought them woe. Not even the gods can 
withstand me, and I need no weapons either. I shall smash 
Indra himself with this mighty fist of mine. Should Rama 
survive the blow from my fist I shall rain arrows on him and 
drink the life-blood as it wells out of him. O brother, let 
_ your mind rest in peace. Look, I am ready to go forth and 
slay the two princes; I shall also slay Sugriva and the other 
Vanaras, including that wretch, Hanumantha, who set fire to 
our fair city; and I shall bring you glory.” 


20. FALL OF KUMBHAKARNA. 


Kumbhakarna then issued forth and passed the city gates 
followed by a large host of mighty warriors, armed with the 
best of weapons, elephants, horses and chariots, making a 
thundering noise as they rolled along. Seeing the Vanara 
legions, he roared aloud, and his voice rang through the sea 
and echoed back from the hills terrifying the Vanaras who 
began to flee when they saw the giant’s fierce eyes as he 
approached them. But Angada, with undaunted mind, tfe- 
proached them and awoke their courage saying : 

“Ye great. Vanaras, whither are you running in fright 
like common folk, forgetting yourselves, your own great pro- 
wess and the good name of the race to which you belong ? 
Show not your back thinking of your dear lives, and disgrace 
not yourselves. This figure before you is but a dumb show 
and cannot withstand us. Come, let us destroy him.” 

Heartened by these words they returned with massive 
rocks and huge trees which they hurled at Kumbhakarna who 
remained unmoved, the missiles not having the least effect 
on him. Then, in great rage, he began to smite the Vanaras 
so fiercely that he felled many of them, while others fled for 
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their lives. Some sprang into the air; some ran towards the 
bridge over the sea by which they had come; some climbed 
the trees ; and others sought security in mountains and caves ; 
and yet Pies in blank despair, lay stretched in the fle 
pretending to be dead. 


Angada, however, rallied them by threats mixed with 
prayers, and the Vanaras once again rushed at the giant with 
heavy stones and big trees determined to do or die. But the 
irrepressible Kumbhakarna of large limbs charged at them 
holding aloft his terrible mace and laid them low by the 
thousand and ate them up, ten, twenty or thirty at a time, 
like the king of birds devouring snakes. Still, the great Vanara 
leaders stood firm. The Vanara chieftain, Dwivida, tore a 
mountain peak and flung it at the giant with great force. It 
,missed its mark, but killed many a Rakshasa warrior and 
smashed their chariots along with their charioteers and 
horses. And Hanuman dropped on his head from the air 
countless rocks and trees which the giant warded off with his 
spear. With another peak torn from a mountain Hanuman 
struck him with such force that Kumbhakarna, drenched with 
gore, reeled for a moment; but, recovering soon, the giant 
pointed the spear at the Vanara and launched the weapon, 
flashing like lightning, straight at the Vanara’s broad chest ; 
and, with blood gushing from his mouth, Hanuman roared 
in pain like thunder at the time of the deluge. Shouts of 
applause from the Rakshasas ran ringing through the field 
and the Vanaras began to flee in dismay. 


But the heroic Vanara commander Nila checked their 
flight and, rallying them, he attacked the giant himself with 
a mountain peak. Other chieftains Rishabha, Sarabha, Nila, 
Gavaksha and Gandhamadana, followed. But they were no 
match for Kumbhakarna who smote them all with his fists 
and dashed them on the ground, The giant then strade 
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through the Vanara throng scattering death all around and 
devouring them to satisfy his insatiable appetite. 

Seeing the Vanaras in great fright, Vali’s son, the mighty 
Angada, raging and roaring, rushed to oppose him. He hurled 
a massive rock at the head of the giant who, in fury, threw 
his spear at the Vanara. But nimble Angada, skilled in wat, 
leapt aside to escape from the deadly weapon ‘and, springing 
on him, dealt the giant such a fierce blow on the chest that 
it sent him staggering. The giant was soon himself again, and 
catching Angada by the wrist he dashed him senseless to ae 
ground. 

Picking up the spear, Kumbhakarna then made ee 
for Sugriva. With a mighty rock poised on high Sugtiva said 
to the giant: 

“O Rakshasa, you have, indeed, sperformedy a great feat 
in overcoming many of our Vanara heroes. But what is gain- 
ed by measuring your strength with that of lesser folk ? 
Come, let me see if you can stand the blow which I am 
going to give you with this rock.” 

_ And Sugriva hurled the rock at the giant’s chest. To 
the joy of the Rakshasas, and to the dismay of the Vanaras, 
the rock only went to pieces on touching him and did him 
no harm. Kumbhakarna roared in fury, and poising his 
pointed spear threw it at the Vanara king. But Hanuman 
who saw it sprang and caught the ponderous weapon as it 
whizzed along in the air and broke it on his knees. Seeing 
the spear broken, the giant at once smote Sugriva with a 
massive rock torn from Lanka’s mountain, and Sugriva fell 
down senseless. The giant then seized him and bore him 
away like the wind carrying the clouds. 

The Rakshasas shouted in triumph, while the gods above 
gave utterance to their fears. Holding Sugriva firmly and 
happy with the thought that, with Sugriva as captive in his 
hands, Rama and his forces were as good as conquered, 
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Kumbhakarna entered the city. And from each terrace, man- 
sion and tower along the highway there were showered on 
the conquering hero lovely flowers and sweet perfume. 

Meanwhile, Sugriva regained consciousness and thought 
for a moment of some way of showing his prowess and free- 
ing himself. He suddenly tore severely the unwary giant’s 
ears, nose and sides with his sharp claws and teeth. Mad 
with pain, Kumbhakarna threw him down ; and, seizing the 
Opportunity, Sugriva sprang into the air and was soon back 
by Rama’s side to the great joy of the Vanaras. Full of fury, 
with body covered with blood, the giant rushed out of the 
city to renew the combat, and in his frenzy he caught hold 
of whomsoever he came across—his own Rakshasas or the 
enemy—and began devouring them. So frightened were the 
Vanaras that they ran to Rama begging him to save them. 

Kumbhakarna then brushed past Lakshmana regardless 
of the sharp arrows sped on him and rushed on Rama who — 
was ready to meet him and whose fearful clang of the bow- 
string enraged the giant all the more. And to the foe, huge 
as a hill, who was speeding towards him like a dark and 
heavy cloud driven by a storm Rama said : 
“Come, O Rakshasa, 1 am not afraid of you. Here I 
am, ready with my bow to meet you. Know me to be Rama. 
You shall be made lifeless in a short time.” 

With a scornful smile, Kumbhakarna thus replied : 

“O Rama, note that I am not Viradha or Kabandha or 
Khara. Nor am I Vali or Maricha. You have to reckon with 
me, Kumbhakarna, a foeman of a different order. Look at 
this mighty mace of mine made of iron—the mace with which 
I overcame the gods and demons of yore. O pride of Iksh- 
vaku’s line, show me what your might can do against me 
efore I feast on your flesh today.” 

Hearing these words Rama launched at him those keen 
arrows which had pierced the Sa tree and killed Vali 
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before ; but in vain. They did him not the least harm. Then 
Rama took out the deadly shaft associated with the Wind- 
god and sped it at the giant’s arm which bore the mace ; 
and down came the arm with the mace severed from the 
body killing many a Vanara as it fell. Shrieking and trem- 
bling, Kumbhakarna charged at Rama brandishing a huge 
tree with the remaining arm. With another shaft, blessed by 
Indra, Rama chopped off that arm too which rolled down 
like a mountain peak, crushing hills, trees, Rakshasas and 
Vanaras. With two other crescent-shaped darts aimed at the 
giant who, with both arms gone, was still rushing towards 
him, Rama cut his legs away which fell on the ground with 
a sound so dreadful that it reverberated through hill, dale, 
cave, sea and the city of Lanka. And at the giant, who was 
still speeding towards him with his mouth gaping, Rama shot 
more arrows which went piercing into his mouth; and he 
was yelling and staggering when yet another terrible shaft 
from Rama’s bow, swift as lightning and blazing like the 
sun, tore his head and flung his body. into the sea beyond. 
As he fell crushing the monsters of the deep the earth shook 
and the hills rocked. 

, Great was the joy of the es and Gandharvas who 
applauded loudly from the skies. The Rakshasas fled in dis- 
may. And the Vanaras heaved a sigh of relief and, full of 
joy, crowded round their saviour. 

When Ravana was told of the fall of Kumbhakarna he 
was overcome with grief and sank to the ground in a swoon. 
When he recovered he cried lamenting bitterly : 

“O hero, O Kumbhakarna, have you departed for the 
abode of Yama forsaking me? Oh, gone now is my right 
arm; gone the support which enabled me to defy the gods 
and demons. How could you, the tamer of the pride of the 
gods, like unto Rudra, the Destroyer; himself, have succumbed 
to the shafts of Rama? Seeing you dead the Immortals ar2 
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shouting triumphantly above and must be mocking me. O 
brother, without you what care I for kingdom, or Sita or 
life itself. I shall follow you to the realm to which you have 
gone. If I cannot avenge your death and slay the slayer of 
my brother, my life would not be worth living. Wretch I am 
to have driven out the noble Vibhishana, and I am now pay- 
ing the penalty for not heeding his wise counsel.” 


21. ATIKAYA AND THREE OTHER SONS OF 
; RAVANA ARE SLAIN 


Thus wailed the wicked Ravana till his son Trisira 
soothed him with words which brought courage back to him. 
And when his three other sons, Devanthaka, Naranthaka and 
Atikaya, all famed in arms, heard their brother’s stirring 
speech, they cried : ‘I too will fight, and I, and I’. Embracing 
them the monarch gave them his blessings; and those four 
sons of Ravana, supported by a large force, went forth deter- 
mined to win or die. 

Seeing the large force of well-equipped Rakshasa war- 
riors with elephants, horses and chariots, the Vanaras raising 
aloft massive rocks and majestic trees sent forth a_ terrific 
battle-cry, and fierce was the battle that followed. One after 
another the heroic sons of Ravana fell after cleaving their 
way through the enemy and slaying countless Vanaras. When 
he found three of his brothers slain and the army _panic- 
stricken, mighty Atikaya, the remaining brother, burning with 
fury, bore down in his chariot on the foe, twanging his bow 
and roaring like a lion. So huge and frightful was he that 
the Vanaras imagined him to be Kumbhakarna himself, risen 
from the dead, and sought the protection of Rama, ever the 
refuge of the weak. 

Rama saw Atikaya of monstrous bulk from afar and, 
struck with wonder at the sight of him, asked Vibhishana : 

“Tell me, who is he, a mountain in size, holding the 
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bow, with the fierce eyes of a lion, riding in a big chariot 
drawn by a thousand coursers, guided by four charioteers and 
looking like the Destroyer Lord Siva Himself ? With sharp 
spears and missiles flashing around he is glowing like a 
heavy cloud emitting lightning. I see thirty-eight quivers and 
many mighty bows in the car and two sharp swords, ten 
hands long, gleaming by his side. Vibhishana, say who is 
that dark giant, with face large as Yama’s, with shoulders 
like Himalayan peaks and glistening like the sun in the 
midst of clouds, before whom our Vanaras are fleeing in every 
direction.” 

Vibhishana replied : 

“Rama, know him to be the mighty son of Ravana and 
his peer in battle. He is the best of archers, a master swords- 
man, skilled in fighting on horseback or from chariot. 
Through Brahma’s grace he has secured celestial missiles as 
well as immunity from death at the hands of gods and 
demons. As in arms, so in arts also he is famed, and knows 
how to win the foe by persuasion, bribing or sowing dis- 
cord. He has in battle held Indra’s bolts in check with his 
arrows and cut the deadly noose of Varuna. O best of men, 
it therefore behoves you quickly to smite this hero before 
he destroys the Vanaras.” 


As Atikaya advanced, the Vanara chieftains opposed him 
hurling rocks and trees at him which he smashed with his 
arrows, and they were unable to withstand his downpour of 
arrows. The Rakshasa disdained to meet in arms the rank 
and file but merely frightened away the Vanara hordes as 
easily as a young lion scares away a herd of deer. 

He then made his way to Rama and approaching him 
cried haughtily : ; 

“O Rama, here am I with bow and arrows prepared to 
fight. But I do not care to contend with lesser folk. If there 
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is any one amongst ye worthy of my steel let him step forth 
and give me battle.” 

In great fury Lakshmana sprang towards him twanging 
his bow at the sound of which earth, sky and the seas shook 
and the giants trembled. Atikaya who was astonished to hear 
it laid his arrows on his bow and said in scorn: 

“Lakshmana, you ate a raw youth, unversed in wat. 
Why do you wish to rush to certain death by rashly trying 
to fight me, a veritable Yama? Go, my boy. Earth, nor 
sky, nor the mighty Himalaya mountain can withstand these 
shafts of mine. Let the sleeping all-destroying fire lie. Wake 
it not. Foolish boy, lay down your bow and fly.” 

Bursting with wrath at these haughty and_ insulting 
words Lakshmana replied sternly : 

“Wicked Rakshasa, the brave do not waste their breath 
in idle words. Cease your empty vaunts and prove your 
prowess by deeds. I shall, with my keen shafts, bring down 
your proud head to the ground, even as the wind tears the 
ripe fruit of the palm tree from its stalk. Young or old, you 
will see that I shall be Death to you today.” 

There then followed an exchange of arrows between 
them, each cutting the shafts of the other with appropriate 
shafts. The fierce darts from Lakshmana’s bow that struck 
the Rakshasa’s charmed coat of mail just broke on touching 
it or grazed along and fell on the ground without doing him 
any harm. The Wind-god then came and, unseen, whispered 
in Lakshmana’s ear : 

“These shafts are of no avail against the foe’s impene- 
trable coat of mail, the gift of the Creator to him. He can 
only be killed by the terrible missile known as Brahma’s 
missile and not otherwise.” 

Accordingly, Lakshmana quickly launched that shaft 
which sped like a thunderbolt at the Rakshasa who poured 
a shower of arrows to check it, but in vain. As it approached 
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him he, tried to, beat it off, with mace, spear and axe. But the 
irresistible dart, struck) the, giant’s head which rolled to: the 
earth ,along\ with the, crown it bore: With the fall of: their 
leader, , the Rakshasa\ hosts fled. back to the: city in 
great, alarm. 


22. INDRAJIT’S VICTORY 


Ravana, was overwhelmed by. grief on hearing the news 
of the death of Atikaya and bewailed thus in despair : 

“Oh, gone is my heroic Atikaya; gone are Dhrumaka, 
Prahasta, and Kumbhakarna—all mighty warriors skilled in 
every weapon—whom no foe could ever overcome. They 
and many more of my brave Raksha:as have easily fallen be- 
fore Rama. My son, Indrajit of great prowess, bound the two 
ptinces with his serpent shafts from which neither gods nor 
demons could release them. Yet, by what kind of power they 
freed. themselves is a mystery to me. Alas, I now fail to see 
any one amongst us who can punish in battle the two bro- 
thers and their Vanara allies and Vibhishana.” 

Seeing his sire plunged in sorrow, Indrajit spake com- 
forting him : 

“OQ monarch, when. I, ee s foe, whose arrows spare 

none, am living, why need you give way to despair? You 


will see me laying the two brothers low in the dust today 
with my keen shafts.” 


With these words Indrajit took leave of Ravana; and 
mounting his resplendent chariot drawn by mules, fleet as 
the wind, he proceeded to the battle-field to the accompani- 
ment of the roar of drums and conches, followed by a host 
of Rakshasa warriors. As he approached the field he stopped 
his car for a while and, with due rites, worshipped the god 
of fire who appeared in person and received the oblations. 
He invoked the Brahma missile before the fire and had his 
bow and arrows charged with holy spell. 
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He then sprang into the air and was hidden from sight, 
while the Rakshasa host fell on the Vanaras. And from the 
air he cheered them saying: “Advance, ye Rakshasas, and 
boldly smite the foe; and he himself poured a heavy shower 
of arrows from above each of which killed many Vanaras at 
a time. Gandhamadhana, Mainda, Gaja, Nila, Jambuvantha, 
Hanumantha and other chieftains were all struck by him. 
They could only see the arrows descending on them but not 
him whom they could not therefore attack. 

Then he began to cover Rama and Lakshmana with a 
shower of shafts. And wondering at the feat of the foe, Rama ~ 
remarked : 

“Lakshmana, waxing mighty with Brahma’s missile in 
his hands, this Rekshasa, having destroyed our troops, is now 
smothering us with his arrows. In vain is it for us to resist 
the missile blessed by the worshipful Creator Himself and 
sped by the foe whom we cannot see. We have perforce to 
submit to it patiently.” 

Under the storm of Indrajit’s charmed shafts the two 
princes were stupefied and they fell down in a swoon; and 
the giant roaring triumphantly hurried back to Lanka. 


23. THE HEALING HERBS 


Of the Vanara chieftains Hanumantha was the first to 
recover from the trance. He and Vibhishana then proceeded 
with torches in their hands scouring the field to ascertain who 
were still alive. Terrible was the carnage that met their 
eyes ; millions of Vanaras lay dead or dying with arms, legs, 
tails and fingers torn, heads severed and blood flowing in 
streams. They saw their heroes Sugriva and others lying 
senseless on the ground. They eagerly searched for the vete- 
ran and wise Jambuvantha whom they at last found lying 
pierced by a hundred shafts. They hastened to his side and 
Vibhishana eagerly said to him: 
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“Venerable chieftain, I hope the cruel shafts have not 
killed you.” 

Recognising his voice, Jambuvantha replied with great 
difficulty : 

“O Rakshasa chief, suffering as I am, pierced by these 
sharp arrows, my eyes are dim and I am unable to see you. 
But say if Hanuman is alive.” 

And Vibhishana enquired : 


“Why ate you asking so eagerly about Hanuman in 
particular ? Have you forgotten the two noble princes and 
your own sovereign lord Sugriva and Angada ?” 

Jambuvantha replied : 

“If Hanuman is alive there is still hope for us; if he 
is nO more we too are all as good as dead though living.” 

Hanumantha then drew near the aged chieftain and, 
announcing himself, touched his feet with reverence and 
greeted him. Hearing Hanuman’s voice Jambuvantha felt as 
if he was born anew and spoke : 

“O best of Vanaras, come; save us. There is none 
mightier than you and you are our best friend. This is the 
time for you to show your great prowess, and thereby cheer 
the hearts of our forces and free Rama and Lakshmana from 
the arrowy chain that binds them. There, in the majestic 
Himalaya mountains, lies resplendent a hill, between the 
peaks of Kailasa and Rishaba, on the crest of which you will 
find four precious medicinal herbs shedding their radiance 
all around. Fly and bring them here at once and save us,” 

Hanumantha increased his size at once and making 
obeisance mentally to Rama flew with the speed of wind to 
the spot mentioned by Jambuvantha. He searched and 
searched, but he could not find the herbs as they had hid 
themselves in the hill at the sight of him. Full of wrath 
he said to the hill : 
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“If you have no pity for’ Rama in this hour of need you 
shall see me smashing you with these mighty arms of mine.”’ 

With these: words,:.and not to be baulked of ‘his pur- 
pose, he tore the crest from the hill, and carrying it with 
him he flew back to his comrades, Great was the joy of the 
Vanaras when they saw him returning. And as they breathed 
the scent of the herbs wafted by the breeze Rama and Laksh- 
mana were soon cured of their wounds ;. and all the dead 
and wounded. Vanaras also revived and rose full of vigour, 
as if they were waking from a refreshing slumber. __ 


24. THE NIGHT ATTACK 


By that time the shades of night had just begun to fall, 
and Sugriva, with Rama’s approval, said to Hanumantha : — 

“With many of his sons and his brother Kumbhakarna 
fallen, Ravana would be loath to launch an attack on. us. 
Now is the time for. our best warriors to fly to Lanka with™ 
torches in their hands, set fire to the city and smite the foe.” 

Accordingly, a large and chosen band of Vanaras set out 
for the city, and at the sight’ of them the giant warders left 
their posts and fled. Soon the city was ablaze and down came 
crashing many a mansion and turret with all their wealth of 
gems and gold and rich dresses reduced to’ ashes.  Every- 
where the giants were wildly ‘rushing out of their burning 
houses, screaming and groaning, with their wives holding on‘ 
to their garb and clasping their children to their breasts. The — 
shrieks of the frightened giants and the exultant cries of the 
Vanaras echoed in all the ten directions and all over the earth © 
and the seas. And the terror-striking clang of the bow of © 
Rama rang above every other sound, as with his mighty 
arrows he cleft the huge portals of the city. 

Seeing the entry of a few Vanaras into the city and 
their legions clamouring at the gates, Ravana, full of fury, 


THE ‘NIGHT ATTACK 371 


despatched Kumbha and Nikumbha, the sons of Kumbha- 
karna, with a large force to stem the. tide. 

A fierce battle in the open field followed. The Vanaras 
led by Angada, Mainda, Dvivida were all ‘attacked by the 
Rakshasas who poured arrows on them and fought them with 
clubs and fists. In the end, however, the giants fell before 
the onslaught of the Vanaras. Then Kumbha, in great rage, 
attacked the leaders. Struck in the chest by his arrows the 
brothers Mainda and Dvivida fell on the ground in a swoon ; 
and Angada who charged at him hurling huge stones and 
trees was also disabled by the intrepid giant. The Vanara 
chief then came himself rushing to the rescue and aimed 
massive stones and huge trees which the giant intercepted 
and smashed with his arrows. But Sugriva pounced on him, 
and after wrenching his bow from him and breaking it he 
quickly sprang back and, in admiration, said to the giant who 
was now like an elephant with its tusks broken : 

-“O Rakshasa, your prowess is wonderful. and matches 
that of your uncle Ravana himself. You are, indeed, a son — 
worthy of Kumbhakarna, your mighty father. Having over- 
powered many of our Vanara leaders, you must be feeling 
tired. Rest for a while, therefore, before I show you my 
might.” | | 
Like fire which blazes forth when oil is poured on it, 
Kumbha, in great rage, gripped Sugriva with his shoulders, 
and a hand-to-hand fight followed till Sugriva lifted Kum- 
bha from the ground and hurled him into the sea., But the 
giant quickly rose and, springing on the Vanara, dealt a 
heavy blow on him with his fist. And Sugriva replied with 
such a fierce blow, like unto a thunderbolt, that Kumbha 
dropped down dead. 

Next came Nikumbha to avenge the death of his bro- 
ther. He struck Hanuman, who opposed him, with an axe, 
but falling on the Vanara’s chest, firm as a rock, the axe only 
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broke into pieces flashing like a hundred meteors in the air. 
And Hanumantha then smote the giant wih his terrible fist 
and slew him. The Vanaras shouted in great jubilation and 
the Rakshasas fled in despair. 


25. INDRAJIT AND THE MAGIC FIGURE OF SITA 


At the behest of his sire, Indrajit came out of the city 
again, determined to kill Rama and Lakshmana and wipe 
the whole Vanara race off the face of the earth. He vanished 
at Once into air and sent a heavy downpour of arrows on 
the two brothers who, knowing his ways, replied with a fiery 
barrage of arrows in the directions from which his shafts 
came. Although their arrows struck him and fell to the 
ground stained with blood Indrajit remained invisible and 
continued taking a heavy toll of the Vanaras. Lakshmana 
was getting impatient and said to Rama: 

“Brother, I propose launching the all-destroying Brah- 
mastra missile and annihilating all the Rakshasas.” 

But Rama reproved him gently saying : 

“Lakshmana, for the sake of punishing one person, it 
is not fair to kill all the Ra&shasas, including the innocent, 
the suppliant and those who are fleeing. Let us patiently 
concentrate on slaying Indrajit with our shafts. Our unend- 
ing volley of them is sure to strike him wherever he may 
be hiding and bring him down to the ground.” 

Sensing the attitude of Rama, Indrajit quietly returned 
to the city, but soon emerged from another gate in a car 
with a magic figure of Sita by his side and followed by a 
large force. When Hanuman, who was watching the gate, 
saw the figure of the woman whom he thought to be Sita 
herself he was both shocked and grieved and wondered what 
it all meant. After a little reflection he rushed at Indrajit 
along with Vanara hordes with trees poised on high, but 
the giant drove them away raining arrows on them. Then 
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holding with one hand the tresses of the woman who was 
crying, ‘Rama, Rama’, and flourishing a sword with the 
other, Indrajit shouted to Hanuman in a defiant tone: 

“O Vanara, look; before your very eyes I am going 
first to slay this woman Sita on whose account Rama, Sug- 
riva and you are fighting. I shall then kill Rama and Laksh- 
mana; next you and Sugriva; and finally that wretch 
Vibhishana.” 

After uttering these words Indrajit chopped off the head 
of the magic figure. Mad with rage, Hanuman and the 
Vanaras attacked Indrajit and the Rakshasas; and a grim 
battle followed with terrible carnage on both sides till the 
Vanaras fell back to go and convey the sad tidings of Sita’s 
death to Rama. And Indrayjit too repaired to a temple in a 
secluded spot for performing a sacrifice and securing more 
powerful weapons with which to smite his foes, the. two 
princes. 


26. THE FALL OF INDRAJIT 


When Rama heard from Hanuman that Sita had been 
slain, he was so shocked and overcome by grief that he col- 
lapsed like a tree whose roots are cut. Lakshmana who was 
also overwhelmed by grief clasped his sorrowing brother 
with his arms and, trying to soothe his anguish, spoke : 

“Rama, honoured brother, is it not strange, that right- 
eousness should have failed to shield you against this wretch. 
You ever trod the path of virtue and have mastered the 
senses. It almost makes me think that there is no such thing 
as righteousness. Seeing that a sinner like Ravana flourishes 
and you suffer it seems that right and wrong are mere fiction 
inasmuch as they produce results so contrariwise. 

Rise, Rama, rise; grieve not like ordinary mortals ; 
and forget not that you are divinity himself. I shall this 
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very instant destroy in battle the wretches who have caused 
you all this woe.” : 


While Lakshmana was thus consoling his brother, 
Vibhishana artived ; and, on hearing the report of Sita’s 
death, he spoke these words of cheer to Rama: 


“Lord of men, the tidings of Sita’s death, which Hanu- 
man brought, is as inconceivable as the drying up of the 
ocean. His report is based on illusion caused by Indrajit. 
Believe me, I know the wicked Ravana’s mind well, and he 
has no thought of killing her. He is so infatuated that he 
turned a deaf ear to all my pleadings to let her go. None 
can even look at her. It is therefore impossible for Indrajit 
to bring her and slay her before the Vanaras. It is all a 
magical trick of that son of Ravana to deceive us so that 
he may gain time for the special sacrifice for performing 
which he has now gone to the temple of Nikumbala. Once 
the sacrifice is completed he will become invincible. It be- 
hoves us therefore to attack him before he finishes the sacri- 
fice. O hero, dismiss your grief which has arisen from false 
alarm ; and, remaining quietly where you are, send Laksh- 
mana with a large body of Vanaras to seek Indrajit and give 
him battle. Taken by surprise, he will come out of the tem- 
ple to fight in the open; and that best of men, Lakshmana, 
will surely be able to slay him with his keen shafts. There 
is no time to be lost.” 


Accordingly, Vibhishana guided Lakshmana to the spot 
in a big grove where Indrajit proposed to complete his sacri- 
fice, Lakshmana waited there with his bow, ready to fight. 
As he saw him approaching the spot in his chariot to make 
final offerings to the deity, Lakshmana twanged his terrible 
bow and said : 

“Rakshasa, here I am, waiting for you. Come and give 
me battle.” : 
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Indrajit’ looked tound ‘and, '' finding Vibhishana also 

nearby, spoke in anger to him : | 
-“Vibhishana, born in our family and being an uncle to 

me, have you come here to betray your own brother’s son ? 
Shame on you. And, wretch, do kinship, friendship, pride 
of race, brotherly love and duty mean nothing to you: ? The 
good have ceased to have any regard for you who have 
deserted his own people and become the slave of foemen. 
Do you not know that better far are one’s own kith and 
kin, though bad, than the foe however good. Remember 
that he who leaves his kindred and befriends the foe will 
himself in the end be surely destroyed by the foe. How 
could you be so callous as to be false to your own kins- 
men! Oh, none but a heartless renegade could have fouled 
his own nest like you.” 

And Vibhishana retorted : 


“Rayana’s son, knowing me full well it is not. meet 
that you should speak to me. wildly like this. Although J 
happen to be born among Rakshasas who revel, in cruel 
deeds, my nature is altogether different from theirs. Persons 
like me fly from the vicious as they would from a poisonous 
snake. The wise have said that one should leave him who 
is ctuel or who steals the wife or the property, of others as 
speedily as one,would leave a house on fire. Alas, like a 
hill hidden by, dark ‘clouds, the victues of my brother are 
all obliterated by his murder of saints, his quarrels with 
the gods, his. arrogance, wrath, hatred and violation of the 
rules of good conduct, bringing him ruin in their train. 
Hence my parting with my brother. 


Wicked and proud youth, know that for these sins dire 
punishment awaits you all. You shall perish; and your sire 
and this proud city too. 


And here stands Lakshmana ready for battle. Wretch, 
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show what prowess you may, you cannot escape with your 
life from his darts.” 

Indrajit then grasped his bow and, bursting with wrath, 
cried from his chariot to Lakshmana and the Vanara chief- 
tains with him : 

“Come, Lakshmana, you shall see my prowess. With 
these irresistible shafts and weapons I shall send you today 
to the abode of Yama. Did I not in that battle at night lay 
you all senseless before? In daring now to challenge me, 
roused to anger like a serpent, you seem to forget that you 
are asking for certain death.” 

In great rage, Lakshmana firmly spoke : 

‘Rakshasa, cease your empty vaunts, and waste not 
your breath in mere words. In that battle at night you acted 
like a thief and a coward, and not like a hero, when you 
chose to fight hidden from sight. Now, let me see, stand 
face to face with me and show me your might.” 

A grim struggle then followed. Both masters in archery 
with knowledge of the whole range of missiles, heroes deter- 
mined to win and never to yield, they fought long and hard. 

Alongside the combat between the two leaders, a fierce 
battle raged between the forces of the two sides. To cheer 
the Vanaras Vibhishana spoke saying : 

“Great Vanaras, tarry not. You have already overcome 
almost all the principal leaders of the enemy’s camp—the 
hero Prahasta, mighty Kumbhakarna, Nicumba and a host 
of others. There now remains only Indrajit, the stay of 
Ravana’s hopes. And, if he is slain, the Rakshasas will be 
at your mercy. I should have killed him myself, but I am 
loth to shed the blood of my own brother’s son.” 

The Vanaras pressed their attack with renewed vigour 
and blood flowed in streams in the field. 

The gods had gathered in the skiés to view the feats 
of arms of the two heroes who poured endless shower of 
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arrows on each other; and, in their midst, they were only 
visible at times, like the sun and moon hid by clouds during 
the rainy season. Their deftness of hand was wonderful in- 
deed. One could hardly see them taking the arrows out of 
the quivers or laying them in the bow or straining the bow- 
string and speeding the shafts or changing the bow from 
one hand to the other, so quick were their movements. 

After a long and dubious combat of three days and 
nights Lakshmana smote the charioteer, but mighty Indrajit 
continued to fight from inside the chariot, controlling the 
steeds himself at the same time. And when his coursers were 
also killed he lighted on the ground and kept up the strug- 
gle. At last Lakshmana took out a deadly missile, same as 
that with which Indra conquered the demons of yore, and 
laid it in the bow and fervently prayed : 

“O mighty missile, if Rama is truly high-souled, firm 
in righteousness and unrivalled in prowess, may you this day 
strike this son of Ravana with your wonted force and kill 
him.” 

Then, straining the cord to its utmost, up to his ears, 
he sped the irresistible dart. Unerring in its course, the fatal 
dart flew and struck Indrajit severing the head from the 
body ; and down to the earth rolled Indrajit’s head with 
the coronet it bore, his face then looking like the sun which 
had lost its radiance or like fire which had been quenched. 


The gods were filled with joy and rained flowers on 
the conquering hero. Kettle-drums roared in the sky and 
Lakshmana’s praises were sung by the celestials. The Vana- 
vas crowded round him and applauded, while the Rakshasz 
hosts retired in panic. 


When Lakshmana returned and told Rama how he had 
killed Indrajit, Rama was delighted to hear the happy 
tidings. He kissed Lakshmana on the head, and placing him 
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on his lap he gazed. at him with fondness and. gratitude and 
said : id 4 | 

“OQ brother, your victory over Indrajit. is wonderful 
beyond. measure. With Indrajit dead, Ravana is as good. as 
destroyed, for he. was Ravana’s right' hand. .I now feel that 
I have no formidable enemy to| conquer. Because, Ravana 
will. be. filled. with despair on learning that his heroic son 
has been killed, by you. I can now, therefore, easily kill him. 
O Lakshmana, by your victory over Indrajit, you have, at 
one stroke, secured. for me both Sita and the world. I am 
beholden to. you.” 


27. RAVANA’S LAMENT 


When Ravana heard that his son Indrajit had. been 
slain by Lakshmana, he was so. shocked that he fell down 
ir, a swoon. After a long while, he regained his senses, and 
shaking with sorrow he bitterly lamented thus: 

“O my darling boy, O hero, the best among the Raék- 
shasa warriors, how could you, the conqueror of Indra, have 
been laid low by mortal Lakshmana? Yama himself trem- 
bled before you, and your shafts could rend even the majestic 
Meru peaks. Strange then that you should have fallen be- 
fore the might of a mere man. But you are to be envied 
indeed, for you have surely ascended to that heavenly abode 
to which go they who shed their blood for the sake of 
their master. Hearing of your death, the gods and other 
celestials must now be heaving a sigh of relief and enjoying 
sweet repose. | 

With you slain, the three worlds look empty for me 
and I feel quite forlorn. Hark, the wailing of women fills 
the palace like the moan of she-elephants in their mountain 
caves. Oh, my son, whither have you fled leaving behind 
father, mother, wife and the glory of your princely -position ? 
I fondly hoped that when I died you would do the rites 
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laid down ‘for:the peace of my soul. ‘But, alas, I seem instead 
tobe fated to:do:them for’ you. O Indrajit, my boy, how 
could you go away leaving your sire in dite straits, with 
Rama, Lakshmana and Sugriva still: a thorn on “his side.” 

Thus groaned the Rakshasa: monarch. Wrathful by 
nature, his anguish fired his breast with added fury which 
blazed like the sharp tays of the sun in winter. He gnashed 
his teeth and fiery sparks flew from his weeping eyes. And 
to instil courage in*his warriors who were losing heart he 
said : 

“Ye Rakshasas, after a thousand years of sevete penance 
by me the Creator who was pleased with me gave me security 
of life as against gods and demons. He also gave me my coat 
of impenetrable mail, a mighty bow and arrows. Armed 
with these weapons, when I begin to fight from’ my chariot, 
none can withstand me. Bring that deadly bow and I shall 
take the field myself at once and slay Rama and Lakshmana 
in battle. eee 

And ye, my warriors, my son Indrajit slew a mere 
image of Sita’ just to deceive the Vanaras ; but I shall now 
kill the woman herself—the cause of all this woe—and rest 
content.” 

Mad with rage and grief, Ravana rushed to the Asoka 
grove with drawn swotd, followed by his anxious ministers, 
and approached Sita who trembled and wept with fear at 
the sight of the fiend with his sword raised. But one of his 
wise ministers then boldly intervened saying : 

“O great monarch, would you in anger raise your hand 
against Sita, forgetting your duty ? O hero, versed as you 
aré in holy lore and ever mindful of your duty, how could 
you think of killing a’ woman? Look at her lovely face 
and have pity on her. And, with all of us following you, 
vent yout wrath in battle on your mortal foe, Rama. Today 
is the fourteenth day of the waning moon, auspicious for 
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preparing for war. Let us muster our strength; and you 
can set Out tomorrow and smite Rama in battle when Sita 
will become yours.” 

Accepting this counsel the vicious Ravana returned to 
the Council hall, restraining his wrath. 


28. RAVANA TAKES THE FIELD 


Ravana then sent a formidable force to keep the Vane- 
ras at bay intending to take part himself in the battle on 
the following day. So terrible was their onset that the Vana- 
ras sought Rama to come to their rescue. With his powerful 
shafts Rama annihilated the enemy killing millions of 
Rakshasas, smashing their chariots and slaying the horses. 
And he said to the Vanara chieftains who were struck with 
wonder at the terrible destruction he was causing : 

“Ye great Vanara chiefs, only two persons know the 
secret of this mighty shaft, and they are Lord Siva and my- 
Celi. 

The whole of. Lanka was bemoaning the frightful loss 
suffered that day. There was not a single household which 
did not mourn for a brother, son or husband. The Rakshasz 
dames cried loudly and helplessly blaming Ravana for all 
their woes. 

The monarch heard their doleful cries and was sorely 
distressed. He heaved a heavy sigh and pondered for a while. 
Then, in mounting anger and in a desperate bid, he gave 
command that the remaining warriors should all be assem- 
bled, ready to march with him against the enemy. 

“My brave warriors,’ he said, “this day will see me 
laying Rama and Lakshmana low with my deadly shafts ; 
it shall see me avenging the death of my brothers, my com- 
mander Prahasta, my beloved son, Indrajit, and the many 
heroes who have laid their lives for me. Like a storm wreck- 
ing a vessel on the high seas, I shall, with my speeding chariot 
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for storm, my bow for sea and my arrows for billows, 
break the Vanara hosts; and dogs, jackals and vultures shail 
prey on them. Now, let my chariot be got ready quickly ; 
and bring me my mighty bow.” | 

He ceased. His captains went at once from house to 
house calling up the remaining giants, and very soon a huge 
force was assembled equipped with bows, swords, axes, spears 
and clubs. And Ravana, mounting his magnificent chariot 
drawn by eight steeds and followed by this formidable force, 
emerged thundering through the northern gates of the city 
where Rama and Lakshmana with a Vanara host were keep- 
ing vigil. As he passed the portals, the sun got dim and 
darkness covered the earth which shook. Birds and jackals 
shrieked ; the coursers of the chariot stumbled; a vulture 
alighted on the top of the royal standard; and drops of 
blood fell from the skies. Ravana’s left eye and shoulder 
also shook, while the colour fled from his face and his voice 
became feeble. He heeded not these ill-omens but marched 
onward and began to pour arrows on the enemy killing many 
and throwing the Vanaras into utter confusion. 

But Sugriva rushed to their rescue and killed the two 
Rakshasa commanders Virupaksha and Mahodara, while 
Angada slew the commander Mahaparsva. 


29. RAVANA OVERCOMES LAKSHMANA 


Ravana was filled with fury when he found his three 
‘principal leaders—and they were all that were left of the 
great Rakshasa captains—killed by the enemy. And he 
frantically urged his charioteer to speed the car towards his 
foes and said : 

“O charioteer, I shall wreak my dire vengeance on the 
foes for besieging our city and slaying our chieftains. I shall 
kill Rama and Lakshmana. I shail today bring down the 
tree called Rama which has Sita for its fruit and flowers, and 
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the Vanara lords, Sugriva, Jambuvantha, Hanumantha and 
others for its main branches.” 

As the car advanced cleaving the Vanara forces Ravana 
kept on raining his powerful shafts with terrible effect. And 
he approached Rama who was leaning on his bow with his 
brother by his side. At the sight of the giant, Rama eagerly 
grasped his bow and twanged it rending the earth with its 
awful clang. Lakshmana stepped forward at once and closed 
with Ravana who, after exchanging arrows with him for a 
little while, turned his attention to Rama who was standing 
firm as a rock before him. 

There then followed a fierce battle between the two 
heroes like that between Vritra and Indra of yore. Foremost 
in the art of war and versed in knowledge of the whole 
range of missiles, they poured a deluge of arrows on each 
other filling the sky like clouds flashing with streams of 
lightning. A chain of deadly arrows which Ravana sped from 
his mighty bow struck Rama on the forehead; but, un- 
daunted, Rama smote him in fury with a Rudra dart, charg- 
ing it with a magic spell, which however failed to pierce 
his charmed impenetrable coat of mail. Then the giant sped 
a missile from which sprang a variety of darts, some with 
heads like lion and tiger, some like vulture, jackal or five- 
headed snake. And Rama answered by shooting a blazing 
dart, blessed by the Fire-god, and many more terrible fiery 
shafts which burnt up all Ravana’s darts in the air. The 
Vanaras roared with joy at Rama’s wonderful feat. 

Seeing his fierce darts thus rendered futile by Rama, 

Ravana’s anger rose two-fold and he launched a mighty mis- 
-sile with spears, axes and maces which sped like a whirl- 
wind at the time of the deluge. With an appropriate mis- 
sile Rama silenced all of them. : 

Lakshmana then renewed his attack on Ravana. With 
seven shafts of winged speed he tore the giant’s standard to 
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pieces; another went and chopped off the head of the cha- 
rioteer ; and with five more keen shafts he shattered the 
giant’s bow, stout as an elephant’s trunk. 

And Vibhishana also came rushing and smoté with his 
mace the coursers of Ravana’s chariot. Ravana quickly leaped 
from his chariot, and wild with fury at the sight of his bro- 
ther he hurled a dreadful weapon at him which Lakshmana 
cut to pieces with three shafts in mid-air. Then he seized 
a most powerful javelin, dreaded by Death himself, and was 
about to fling it at Vibhishana who was trembling when 
Lakshmana overwhelmed him with a spate of arrows and 
prevented him from launching it. Baulked of his purpose 
Ravana changed his mind and grimly said : 

“OQ mighty Lakshmana, you have stood in my way and 
have saved Vibhishana from certain death. But look out, you 
shall now pay for this yourself. That same weapon flung at 
you by these arms of mine will suck the life-blood out of you.” 

This- said, the giant flung the fatal weapon, forged by 
Maya, the demon, with magic art, having eight bells making 
a terrible sound. Fierce as the tongue of the serpent monarch 
it went, whizzing and blazing along, and struck Lakshmana 
in the chest, and Lakshmana fell. 

Seeing his brother lying on the ground Rama was over- 
come with grief and tears rolled down his cheeks. He was - 
for a moment lost in thought, and burning with fury he 
decided that this was no time for vain sorrow. Clasping his 
brother to his bosom he said to the Vanara chieftains : 

“Ye, best of Vanaras, take care of Lakshmana. The 
hour has come for me to show my prowess and kill this 
vile Rakshasa. You will see me ridding the world of this 
wretch; or there will be no Rama.” 

With this firm resolve, he sped an unending and irre- 
sistible stream of arrows on Ravana who then beat a hasty 
retreat. 
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Rama cast a tender look on his brother and, unable to 
control his grief, thus spoke to Sushena, a Vanara chieftain, 
who was by his side : 

“My heart is bursting with grief at the sight of my 
heroic brother rolling on the ground like a wounded ser- 
pent. Seeing him, who is dearer to me than my own life, 
drenched in gore, gone is my valour ; my mind is unnerved ; 
my eyes are dim with tears; my strength is failing and the 
bow is slipping from my hands. If he is dead, life, happt- 
ness and conquest of kingdom have no more any meaning 
for me. Oh, how I wish to die and follow him !” 

And Sushena consoled Rama assuring him that Laksh- 
mana was not dead and that he had none of the marks indi- 
cating that life had fled. Hanumantha flew at once and soon 
tore and brought the distant hill, as before, the medicinal 
herbs from which immediately restored health and vigour to 
Lakshmana to the great joy of Rama and the Vanaras. 


30. FALL OF RAVANA 


Meanwhile, Ravana, refreshed and mounted on a new 
chariot, reappeared on the field and was met by Rama who 
was burning with vengeance. They were both soon locked 
again in a terrible combat, each showering arrows on the 
other. The gods who were surveying the strife from the 
skies felt that it was an unequal battle, with Ravana fighting 
from a chariot while Rama fought on foot. And from the 
skies descended Matali, bringing Indra’s own chariot, glis- 
tening like the morning sun, with parts made of gold and 
adorned with gems and a hundred bells, and drawn by the 
best of steeds. Approaching Rama Matali said with folded 
hands : 

“Rama, O hero, wishing you success Lord Indra has 
sent you this car, his mighty bow, this glowing coat of mail, 


FALL OF RAVANA | 385 


blazing shafts and deadly spears. Mount the car and, driven 
by me, smite Ravana even as my lord smote the demons of 
yore.” | 

After reverently going round the chariot Rama mounted 
it, and fierce was the battle that raged then between the two 
heroes. Ravana launched at Rama a missile from which shot 
out shafts like unto serpents with mouths opening wide and 
vomitting fire. But Rama’s Garuda dart which took the form 
of eagles quickly destroyed all the serpent shafts. Thus went 
on the dubious battle, with the gods wishing Rama success 
and the demons favouring Ravana. | 

As the combat progressed, Rama felt his strength, 
knowledge and the power of his shafts were being doubled. 
Encouraged by these good signs he pressed his attack on 
Ravana who, on the other hand, was becoming too depressed 
to wield his weapons or bend the bow effectively. Ravana’s 
charioteer, who noticed the dejection of his master, thought 
it best to fall back and turned the chariot away from the 
field. 

Ravana was furious and severely rebuked the charioteer 
saying : 

“Wicked fellow, how dare you turn the chariot back on 
the enemy and bring disgrace on me, as being a coward, 
devoid of prowess, strength and knowledge of weapons. 
Wretch, methinks you are either frightened or have been 
won over by the enemy; for a friend would never have 
done like this. Else, if you have any loyalty for me after 
all that I have so long done for you, drive quickly against 
the foe again.” 

The dutiful charioteer humbly replied : 

“My lord, I was neither frightened nor confused in 
mind. Nor have [I fallen a prey to the wiles of the enemy. 
I can never forget the favours I have received from you. 
But, seeing that you were tired and that ill-omens were 
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gathering around, I acted, as I did, in your best interest 
for the love I bear you. 

O hero, he who controls a chariot, to be worthy o 
name, must know the time and place, the good and bad s 
the state of him who is fighting—whether he is in hig 
low spirits—and the weak spots of the enemy. He sh 
know when to advance, when to fall back and when to s 
still. Accordingly, in order that both you and the steeds 
have some respite, I drove back in all loyalty to you, 
master. Now say what you wish me to do, and I shal 
so without question.” 

Ravana was quite pleased with the charioteer fot 
solicitude for his master’s safety, and the chariot soon > 
him to confront Rama again. 

Rama saw the foe’s car advancing towards him lil 
heavy cloud and making a terrific noise as if a mountain 
split, struck by a thunderbolt. And he said to his chariot 

“Matali, look ; with his chariot moving in the ina 
cious direction it looks as if Ravana is inviting death. I 
now going to slay him. Urge therefore our car boldly 
carefully. It is needless for me to instruct one like yo 
am only reminding you that I am going all out to : 
him.” 

Many were the ill-omens that gathered round Rav 
while there were favourable omens for Rama’s success. 
daunted by them, the giant began to fight furiously ~ 
Rama who was in high spirits and confident of victory. 

The gods and Siddhas had assembled in the sky to’ 
the struggle. The Rakshasa and Vanara hordes stood sile 
and anxiously watching the grim battle between their ct 
pions. 

Ravana aimed, in fury, numerous shafts at the stan 
of Rama’s chariot, but the moment they touched the c 
tial car they fell to the ground without doing any dar 
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n reply Rama, whose wrath was roused, strained the bow 
> its utmost and sped an irresistible and blazing shaft, like 
to a serpent, which struck the giant’s banner; and down 
ell the banner broken. The giant’s bosom swelled with 
nger and he rained a shower of sharp arrows on the steeds 
f Rama's chariot, but the heavenly coursers were not fright- 
ned and remained steady as though they were only being 
truck with lotus tendrils. 

The sky was covered with their shower of bright 
rrows, and it looked as though a second sky had been 
ashioned. The charioteers also displayed wonderful skill in 
lirecting the evolutions of their cars so as to give advantage 
o their masters. They would sometimes chase each other ; 
me moment they would be wheeling round; and the next 
noment they would be standing still closely facing each 
ther ; pole clashing with pole, banners with banners and 
teeds with steeds. 

Ravana smote Matali with many powerful shafts, but 
ndra’s charioteer bore them all without flinching. Blazing 
with fury Rama poured an unending shower of arrows and 
pressed back the giant who continued to rain afrows on 
uim. And so terrific was the din made by shafts and the 
weapons cast by the two heroes that the seven seas became 
‘ough, and the serpents and fiends dwelling below in the 
Jeep wete perturbed. The earth shook; the sun lost its 
adiance ; and the wind ceased to blow. The gods witness- 
ng the strife from above were filled with anxiety and prayed: 

“May good betide Brahmanas and kine; may the three 
worlds remain unshaken ; and may Raghu’s son conquer the 
sing of giants.” | | 

Then Rama laid on the bowstring a sharp shaft, deadly 
ike a venomous serpent, and sped it at the giant, and down 
ell a head of the ten-headed Ravana. But a new head rose 
it once in its place which Rama cut again with a shaft only 
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to find it replaced by another new head. Thus Rama cut in 
vain a hundred. heads as each head was succeeded by another, 
and the fight continued unabated in its fierceness. And Rama 
was wondering why his keen shafts which had destroyed 
Khara and others before had failed now. 

Seeing from the way in which the struggle was drag- 
ging on that victory for Rama was not within sight, charioteer 
Matali discreetly remarked by way of reminding him : 

“O hero, why are you toiling with the giant needlessly 
as though you did not know how to end the strife. Let that 
mighty missile of the Creator be sped now to kill him. The 
time for his destruction set by the gods has come.” 

Rama took out the missile which had been given to 
him by sage Agastya who got it from Rudra for whom 
Brahma had specially forged a weapon for conquering the 
demons. Winged with the impetuous wind, its point sharp- 
ened by sun and fire, whose body was the sky itself and weight 
that of the majestic Meru and Mandara mountains, this 
smoking and blazing weapon, hard as adamant, with the 
sound of thunder, a veritable Yama in battle, Rama laid in 
his bow after duly invoking it. He strained the bow to its 
utmost and launched the missile which went like a thunder- 
bolt and smote Ravana in the chest piercing his heart. And 
the giant fell down dead like Vritra smitten by Indra’s bolt. 

With the fall of their lord, the Rakshasa host fled 
terror-stricken before the Vanaras who, beside themselves with 
joy, were chasing them. 

Soft celestial music filled the air, while a gentle breeze 
laden with heavenly perfume began to blow over the battle- 
field. The gods rained flowers in profusion on Rama and 
praised him saying, ‘Well done, well done’. 

All round, everything became peaceful. Once again, the 
sky became clear; the earth stood firm ; the wind began to 
blow softly ; and the sun shone with his usual brilliance. 
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And Sugriva, Vibhishana and other leaders crowded 
round Rama and greeted him respectfully. 


31. MANDODARI’S LAMENT 


When the news of the fall of Ravana reached the royal 
household the queens, shocked and overwhelrned by grief, 
with hair dishevelled, rushed crying aloud to the spot where 
his body lay. And Mandodari, the senior queen, torn by 
anguish, lamented bitterly thus: 
| “Honoured lord, O hero, before whom gods and Rashis 
trembled, how could you have been slain and your name and 
fame tarnished by a mere man—a forest dweller? When 
this Rama killed your brother along with his mighty war- 
riors, I suspected at once that he could not be an ordinary 
mortal, and I was confirmed in this belief when I heard that 
he had bridged the impassable ocean. Could he be the des- 
troyer Yama himself come in an unrecognisable form in the 
shape of Rama, or Indra come as a man? No, it could not 
be Indra, for we know he dare not look you in the face in 
battle. Ah, I see, it must be Lord Vishnu Himself, the great 
Yogz, Supreme Soul, ancient and permanent, the origin of 
creation, who has neither beginning, middle nor end, bearer 
of discus, mace and conch and invincible. It must surely be. 
He come down to earth as man, with the Immortals as Vana- 
vas, who has slain you in order to protect the world. 

O best of Rakshasas, how I begged you to make friends 
with Rama; but, woe is me, you would not listen. You 
heeded not the wise counsel of your brother Vibhishana also. 
Cruel fate drove you for your destruction to covet and steal 
the noble Sita, surpassing even Arundhati or Rohini in devo- 
tion to her lord. Had you not many women in your harem 
Jovelier than Sita? Was I, beloved, inferior to her in any 


way—in birth, beauty or intelligence ? You wete blind to 
EF 
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all this and you invited death in bringing her forcibly. Te: 
of virtuous women, it is said, never fall in vain. Alas, 1 
truth of this has now been amply proved, and you ha 
brought disaster on yourself and on all of us. . 


And Sita will now be passing happy days with Rar 
while, bereft of you, my unfortunate self would be plung 
in a sea of woe. Bitterly sweet is now the memory of t 
pleasant time we spent together in the majestic Kailasa a: 
Meru mountains and the gardens of the gods, going we 
decked in your magnificent chariot in all glory and viewi 
various scenes. No more for me is such bliss since my lo 
is gone! 

Oh, from that face, glowing like the sun, and lovely 
the moon and lotus, with its charming brows and play 
eyes, a mouth with ever a smile on its lips and ears adorn 
with dazzling jewels, now weltering in blood, all light b 
fled. And, alas, on that body glistening with jewels, like t. 
clouds with lightning, I may not even rest owing to t 
cruel shafts of the foe sticking to it. 

Never did I think that widowhood would be my Ik 
I was waxing proud that no woman was so fortunate as m 
self, with my father being the chief of the demons, my ht 
band the lord of the Rakshasas and a son who had humbl 
Indra himself. 

Oh, am I dreaming that you have been slain by Ran 
or is it real ? I cannot believe that you, a terror to Yan 
himself, could have been smitten by Rama. O king and co 
sort, how can you be lying on this bare ground covered wi 
dust—you who used to lie on the richest of beds ? Why a 
you going to that distant abode, which few can reach, lea 
ing your miserable wife alone? Take me too with you, f 
I cannot live without you. My lord, why do you not spe 
to your humble and sorrowing wife? Are you angry th 
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have come out bare-footed discarding my veil. Or are you 
erely feigning to be sleeping and therefore remaining 
lent ? My heart bursts to see you clinging to the battle-field 
wrsaking me, as though it is dearer to you than I, and not 
uchsafing even one word to me. Why do you not cast one 
nder look at me. Rise, my beloved, rise.” 

Thus moaned, for a long while, Ravana’s queen in bit- 
f anguish. 


32. RAVANA’S FUNERAL 


Then the dutiful and merciful Rama directed that the 
ineral rites of Ravana should be duly performed by Vibhi- 
lana. 

“Vibhishana,” he said, “this rover of the night was, as. 
yu say, no doubt selfish, wicked and false. But he was.a 
reat hero whom even the gods could not overcome. Our 
sk is accomplished. Hatred must be regarded as having 
aded with death, and he is now as much mine as yours. 
et him be accorded all the honours due to a hero; and the 
erformance by you of the last sad office to the slain in a 
efitting manner will redound to your credit.” 

Then logs of sandal wood and other scented wood were 
iled on which a deer-skin coverlet was spread, and a funeral 
yre was got ready to the chanting of Vedic hymns by Brah- 
anas. On the southern side an altar was erected and oil 
fas poured into the sacred fire and offerings made to the 
ods. And to satisfy the spirit of the Rakshasa an animal was 
ain as sacrifice. On the pyre, faggots and sacred grass soaked 
1 oil were laid. The corpse of Ravana decked in rich robes 
nd covered with many a scented wreath of flowers was then 
iid on the pyre, and with tears rolling down their cheeks 
1c sorrowing Rakshasas cast parched grain on it, and Vibhi- 
yana lighted the pyre and duly performed the rites ordained. 
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33. RAMA’S MESSAGE TO SITA 


Vibhishana was immediately installed as king of the 
Rakshasas to the great joy of the people of Lanka. Rama felt 
happy that his promise to him had been fulfilled. Then 
turning to Hanuman who was by his side Rama spoke : 

“Good Hanumantha, with Vibhishana’s permission, now 
go into Lanka and greet Sita giving her the welcome news 
that Sugriva, Lakshmana and I are safe and that Ravana has 
been slain by me. And let me know what she says.” 


Accordingly, Hanumantha entered the city and found 
Sita sitting under the Asoka tree cheerless and surrounded by 
ihe Rakshasi wardens. Approaching her he bowed humbly 
and stood quietly before her. For a moment Sita was silent 
at the sight of him; but recognising him soon her face lit 
up with joy. Delivering Rama’s message Hanuman said : 

“O honoured lady, Rama sends you his greetings and 
this message which will gladden you : ‘O Sita, true and noble, 
the battle has been won and the wicked Ravana has been 
slain by me. Let your mind now rest in peace. To avenge 
the wrong done to you, sleepless nights have I spent. I crossed 
the deep by building a bridge across it, and the vow I made 
has now been fulfilled. You need fear no more that you are 
a captive in Ravana’s palace. Lanka is now in the hands of 
good Vibhishana. Treat, therefore, his mansion as your own. 
T am sending Hanumantha to you with my greetings.” 

Hearing this message of her lord Sita was so overjoyed 
that she was dumb for a while and then spoke with some 
effort : 

“O great Vanara! I do not know how to thank you 
for the sweet message you have brought me. It is far more 
precious to me than all the wealth of the three worlds. 
Nothing can repay you adequately for your great service to me.” 


With folded hands Hanumantha said : 


SITA MEETS RAMA | 393 


“Before 1 go, permit me, madam, to slay these cruel 
Rakshasi attendants who have been frightening and ill treat- 
ing your suffering self so long.” 

And Sita replied : : 

“They are but servants and they merely obeyed the 
orders of their master. It would not be right therefore to 
be wroth with them. My misfortune and my past evil deeds 
have wrought me the woe which I have had to bear. The 
wise man does not take to task one who did evil to him 
at the instance of others. It is the duty of the good to show 
mercy to others, be they good or bad and deserving of punish- 
ment. And, after all, is there any one who never does any 
wrong ?” 

Hanumantha spoke : 

“Noble lady, you are indeed a wife worthy of Rama. 
I shall now go back to him. Let me know what you wish 
me to tell him.” 

And Sita answered : 

“O Vanara chief, I long to see my dear lord.” 

To cheer her, Hanuman assured her before leaving : 

“Honoured madam, you will soon see Rama, with face 
bright as the full moon, along with Lakshmana. You will 
soon be united to him as Sachi was to Indra.” 


34. SITA MEETS RAMA 


Hanumantha returned to Rama quickly and spoke thus 
to that wise soul: , 

“The task on which we set out has been successfully 
accomplished. Now it behoves you to meet the woe-stricken 
Sita for whose sake all this was done. She was overjoyed tc 
hear of your success and is longing to see her lord.” 

‘Hearing this, tears welled from Rama’s eyes and he 
was at once lost in thought for a while. Then heaving a 
deep sigh and looking down he said to Vibhishana : 
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“Go and bring Sita here quickly, bathed, dressed in rich 
attire and decked with ornaments.” 

Vibhishana went to the palace at once, and along with 
the ladies of the royal household he sought Sita and con- 
veyed the message to her. And Sita replied : 

“Rakshasa chief, let me see my lord as I am—unbathed 
and unadorned.” 

But on Vibhishana’s respectful representation, the duti- 
ful Sita, to whom husband was like unto a god, allowed her- 
self to be yattended to as desired by Rama. And she was 
conveyed in a magnificent litter to Rama’s camp attended by 
Rakshasas. Vibhishana announced her arrival to Rama who 
was still lost in thought. On hearing it his mind was dis- 
turbed by conflicting feelings—joy at the prospect of seeing 
her, grief at her suffering and wrath that she should have 
been a captive so long in the hands of the vile Rakshasa. 
After a little reflection he asked the Rekshasa chief coldly 
that Sita be brought to his presence. Meanwhile, the Vanaras 
had crowded round the litter to have a glimpse of Rama’s 
queen. But the Rakshasa guards with staves in their hands 
drove them back; and loud rose the clamour of the dis- 
appointed Vanaras, like the roar of the sea when lashed by 
a tempest. Full of anger, Rama reproved Vibhishana saying : 

“Why are you driving away these Vanaras and forget- 
ting that they all belong to me ? Cease doing so. A woman's 
defence is not her home; nor her robes and veil; nor the 
ramparts ; nor special attention paid to royalty such as this. 
Tt is her conduct that is her truest shield. Further, she may 
appear before the public in woe and war, or at the time of 
Swayamwara (choosing a husband), wedding and sacrifice. 
And here is Sita, who has been in dire distress, come to the 
battle-field, and is besides near me. There can, therefore, be 
no harm in her not hiding her face from the eyes of the 
public. WVibhishana, let her be conducted here quickly, and 
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she shall see me in the midst of my friends. I need no 
orivacy.” | 

Lakshmana, Sugriva and Hanumantha were pained to 
\hear Rama’s words and by his mood which indicated a lack 
of warmth and also indifference towards Sita. 

Sita approached Rama slowly, shrinking out of modesty 
and drawing the veil over her face at the gaze of the multt- 
tude. With tears in her eyes she cried: “My honoured 
- lord” ; and in wonder and joy she raised her eyes and looked 
with tenderness at him. At the sight of his beloved face, 
charming as the rising full moon, calm came over her troubled 
soul. 


35. RAMA REJECTS SITA 


Rama looked at Sita standing humbly by his side and, 
with wrath smouldering within his breast, he spoke thus to 
her : | 

“Lady, Ravana, my vile foe, has at last been slain. I 
have won you; and all that man should do has been done 
and with success. My wrath has been appeased; the stain 
on my honour and my foe have both been wiped out at the 
same time. My prowess has borne fruit; and with my vow 
fulfilled I have the satisfaction of having discharged my duty. 
Hanumantha’s remarkable feat in leaping over the sea, the 
counsel and support of my good friend Sugriva with his hosts 
end the guidance of the noble Vibhishana who sought refuge 
with me leaving his wicked brother have all borne fruit and 
brought success.” 

He paused ; and at the sight of Sita with her eyes, large 
as those of a fawn, filled with tears he steeled himself, and 
with knitted brows spoke these harsh words looking askance 
at her : 

“But, madam, know that it was not for your sake that 
I, along with my valiant friends, waged this war. I did so 
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in order to protect the honour of my noble house. And stane- 
ing before me with your name under a cloud you are as 
unwelcome to me as light is to one suffering from sore eyes. 
You are therefore free to go wherever you like, and J am 
no longer interested in you. How could any honourable per- 
son take back willingly a woman who has lived so long in 
the house of another? After being held by Ravana who 
cast his amorous eyes on you how can I, blessed with a great 
heritage, allow you with such a stain to rejoin me? No, 
madam. My love for you is dead. Go where you please. This 
is my firm resolve. Go and seek refuge with Lakshmana, 
Bharata, Sugriva or Vibhishana and be happy. O Sita, could 
Ravana in whose house you remained so long have left a 
lovely woman like you untouched ?” 

Hearing these cruel words of her lord, Sita with tears 
in her eyes stood trembling like a tree struck by the trunk 
of an elephant. | 


36. SITA’S REPLY AND ORDEAL BY FIRE 


Stung by Rama’s sharp words uttered before the large 
gathering, Sita hung her head in shame and shrank within 
herself. She wiped the tears from her face, and in a choked 
voice she then slowly said: | 

“O hero, how could you utter such words, harsh to the 
hearing and unbecoming, like the vulgar speaking to the 
vulgar ? Believe me, by all my virtuous conduct I swear that 
I am not what you mistake me to be. Because some women 
are false is it fair to suspect every woman as being faithless ? 
My lord, if, when Ravana seized me and carried me away, I 
who was. utterly powerless was held by him in his arms, 
it is Fate, and not I, that should be blamed. My heart which 
alone I could then command was centred in you and in you 


alone. 


\ SITA’S REPLY AND ORDEAL BY FIRE IDF 
\ O Rama, you and I have lived and grown together for 
many years. And if you still do not know my worth, woe 
is me; I am lost for ever. 

When Hanumantha was sent by you to find me why 
could you not have conveyed your displeasure then alone? I 
should have sought then itself to put an end to my miser- 
able life, which I must perforce do now after this affront 
before the Vanara chief. And you and your friends would 
also have been spared all the trouble you have had to take. 

O noble lord, born out of mother earth and brought 
up by the righteous king Janaka, you seem to have forgotten: 
my birth, breeding and pure life in casting doubts on my 
honour. Do you not remember the vow you took when, as 
a maid, my hands were placed in yours and my devotion to: 
you all these years? O Rama, is all this forgotten ?” 

Thus spoke Sita weeping and wailing. Then turning 
towards Lakshmana, who was standing by weighed down by 
grief, she said: 

“Lakshmana, get ready for me a blazing fire which 
is the only remedy for my suffering soul. With this unjust 
suspicion hanging over me I have no desire to live. Spurned 
as I am, in the presence of this assembly, by my lord who. 
* doubts my faith, I shall throw myself into it as my surest 
refuge.” 

And dutiful Lakshmana, his bosom swelling with anger, 
looked wistfully at Rama, but finding him remaining grim 
and seeing the mute acquiescence in his eyes he made a pyre. 

With her head bent low, slowly and reverentially Sita. 
went round Rama and approached the blazing fire. She 
bowed to the gods and Brahmanas, and with folded hands 
she then prayed to the Fire-god : 

“If my heart has never strayed from Rachays may the 
god of fire who witnesses all that passes in the universe. 
protect me. 
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If I have been stainless in conduct, and not false 
Rama suspects, may the god of fire who notes all that pas: 
in the universe protect me. 

If in thought, word and deed I have never been undt 
ful to duty-knowing Rama, may the god of fire who w 
nesses all that passes in the universe protect me. 

If the worshipful Sun-god, Wind-god, and other god 
if earth, moon, day, night and twilight hold me as pure 
conduct may the god of fire who witnesses all that pas: 
in the universe protect me.” 

Having said these words of invocation she went re 
rently round the pyre; and, without the least fear and fir 
in her resolve, she then threw herself into the blazing fi 
And there went up a shrill cry of horror from all those w. 
saw it—old and young, dames, men, Rakshasas and Vanar. 


37. THE GODS APPEAL TO RAMA AND 
DECLARE HIS DIVINE GLORY 


Seeing Sita fall into the fire and hearing the dolef 
cries of the gathering there, Rama was overcome with angui: 
‘Tears streamed down his face, and for a while he was su 
in anxious thought. The gods too were shocked; a: 
Brahma, the Creator, Indra, Siva and others came down 
once from the skies and spoke thus to Rama who stood re 
rently before them with uplifted and folded hands : 

“O Rama, you are the origin ot everything in the u 
‘verse and supreme in wisdom. And how could you allow S. 
to give herself up to the fire? Lord of the gods, know y 
not your own divine self ? You are the Creator of the tht 
worlds and lord of yourself. The twin Aswins are your ear 
sun and moon your eyes; and you are the eternal Brahnz 
Yet how could you, like an ordinary mortal, be blind to t 
virtues and let her brave the fire ?” 
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And Rama replied : 

“Worshipful gods, all that I know is that I am the son 
Dasaratha, and a mortal. I beg of the worshipful Creator 
enlighten me as to who I am, whence I came and why I 
Bnere... 

And Brahma spoke : 

“O Rama, of true valour, you are no other than the 
mighty Lord Narayana Himself, blessed with fortune, arm- 
with the discus, the sword called Nandaka and bow called. 
ranga; all-pervading; the boar of yore with one horn ; 
rincible ; and conqueror of past and future foes. 

O Raghava, you are imperishable. You are Truth and 
hteousness ; the foremost of all beings; and mighty. You 
> Lord Vishnu and Lord Krishna and the protector of all. 

You are reason, forgiveness, creation and destruction 
rsonified. | 

The heavenly saints deem you as the refuge of the suf- 
ing who are ever welcome to you. ? 

— You are the Vedas with their numerous branches; the 
crifice and the mystic syllables; the first creator and stay 

the three worlds. No one knows who you are, nor your 
ginning or end. You are to be found in all beings, in 
ahmanas, cows, in all the quarters, the sky, hills and woods. 
yur hands support the earth, with its mountains and. all 
e beings therein. | 

At the time of dissolution of the universe, in the form 
a serpent are you seen floating in the waters, with the 
ree worlds and the gods borne in your navel. 

O Rama, I am your heart; Saraswati, the goddess of 
arning, is your tongue; the gods are the hairs of your 
dy ; the closing of your eye-lids is the night, and. their 
ening the day. There is nothing without you. The entire 
iverse is your body; fire is your anger; and the moon 
ur graciousness. 
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Your queen Sita is the goddess Lakshmi herself. You 
were born as man for destroying Ravana. And, O Rama, now 
that you have slain him you have accomplished our task, and 
you will in due course return to your heavenly abode full of 
glory. 

He who seeks you or prays to you will never go un- 
rewarded. Your devotees will enjoy bliss for ever both in 
this and the other world. And those who recite regularly this 
ancient prayer of the sages shall never know defeat.” 


38. SITA RESTORED TO RAMA BY THE FIRE-GOD 


As the Grandsire finished speaking these words, the lord 
of flames rose from the fire, bearing Sita dressed in rich 
‘crimson attire and decked with ornaments of burnished gold, 
her hair held in glossy braids, resplendent as the rising sun, 
unharmed and with the garlands and jewels she wore fresh 
and glowing as before. 

And, presenting her to Rama, that universal witness 
‘spoke : 

“O Rama, this Mithila dame is truly your own and no 
sin whatever attaches to her. Never in thought or word, 
look or deed has she been false to you. Though held as cap- 
tive securely in Ravana’s palace, cajoled and threatened, she 
remained firm, with you ever in her thoughts and as her 
goal, and she paid not the least heed to his advances. , Now, 
O Raghava, it behoves you to receive, without demur, this 
noble and. sinless soul.” 

For a moment Rama stood lost in thought. His eyes 
were filled with tears and his heart warmed with joy. Then 
he spoke : : 

: “T knew full well that Sita would never stoop to sin. 

But the world would say that she had been long in Ravana’s 
power and yet, Rama, being young and love-lorn, took her 
‘back without her being put to the test. For satisfying the 
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three worlds I had therefore to suffer her undergo the ordeal 
of fire. Protected as she was by her virtues I know that Ravana 
could not assail her honour any more than the ocean could 
break its bounds and overflow the shores. This daughter of 
Janaka, pure and stainless as the world has now seen, iS 
mine again, inseparable from me as radiance is from the 
sun; and I should part with her no more than the high- 
souled would shed their glory.” 

With these words Rama received Sita from the Fire- 
god and clasped her to his bosom. 


39. DASARATHA’S VISIT 


Then Lord Siva spoke : 

“O strong-armed and lotus-eyed Rama, by slaying 
Ravana in battle you have removed the terrible gloom and 
fear that had spread over the whole universe. Now return 
to Ayodhya and gladden the heart of Bharata and mothers 
Kausalya and Sumitra and friends. Rule over the ancestral 
kingdom; let children be born to you to continue the 
ancient line of Ikshvaku; and perform the great Horse 
Sacrifice. Then come back in all glory to your heavenly 
abode. .And look, your sire, the glorious Dasaratha, whom 
you enabled, by your noble filial devotion, to attain bliss in 
TIndra’s domain, has come down in a celestial chariot to see 
you. Go ye brothers and greet him.” | 

Rama and Lakshmana went immediately and made 
obeisance to their sire who was seated in the chariot. Dasa- 
ratha’s heart overflowed with joy at the sight of his darling 
son. He clasped him to his bosom, and said : 

“Rama, I tell you truly that, bereft of you, neither 
heavenly bliss nor the regard of the celestial beings gives 
me any joy. Kaikeyi’s cruel words leading to your exile have 
been rankling in my bosom. My heart therefore bounds with 
joy at seeing you happy, with your exile completed and your 
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enemies conquered. And, seeing you both, gone is my woe 
like the mist lifting before the radiant sun. I only know 
now that all this was a part of the scheme designed by the 
gods for the destruction of the wicked Ravana. Blest, in- 
deed, is Kausalya who will see her darling son back home 
after his long sojourn in the wilds. Blest too are the people 
of Ayodhya who will see you installed as their king. How 
I wish to see your reunion with your loving and high-souled 
brother Bharata. Rama, by keeping your vow and slaying 
the foe of the gods you have won great fame. May you 
rule the land, with your brothers to assist you, and be blest 
with long life.” 

With folded hands Rama begged of his sire: — 

“Noble sire, be gtacious to Kaikeyi and Bharata, and 
revoke the curse that they stand renounced by you. Let no 
sorrow befall them by reason of that curse.” | 

“So be it,” said Dasaratha. Then turning to Lakshmana 
he fondly drew him to his breast and spoke again : 

“Lakshmana, I am highly pleased with you for your 
devoted service to your brother Rama; and you have won 
great merit and fame by doing so. By his favour your place 
in heaven is assured. The three worlds and the gods adore 
him, for he is the imperishable and inconceivable Supreme: 
Lord Himself.” 

Next he spoke softly to Sita: 

“Sita, be not wroth with Rama for his treatment of 
you. For the love he bore you, and for your good, he had 
your truth vindicated by the ordeal of fire he suffered you 
to undergo. Dear child, you hardly need be told about your 
duty to your lord. Yet let me say this: remember always 
that Rama is, for you, god himself.” 

Having spoken thus to his sons and daughter-in-law 
Dasaratha flew back to heaven. 

Indra then spoke to Rama : 


THE JOURNEY BACK TO AYODHYA 403 


“O scourge of foes, fruitful has been our visit to you, 
and we are highly pleased with you. Say what you wish me 
to do for you.” 

And Rama replied : 

“Chief of the gods, if you would do me a favour may 
I ask that the Vanaras who have fought so valiantly and laid 
down their lives for me in this war come back to life? I 
should like to see them strong and sound as before, with all 
their wounds healed. And, further, where these Vanaras 
dwell, may roots and fruits abound and streams be full of 
pellucid water at all times.” 

And Indra said : 

“It is indeed a great boon that you are asking for. Yet, 
true to my word, it shall be granted.” 

Immediately, to the astonishment of the other Vanaras, 
the fallen heroes rose as if they were waking from a deep 
slumber, and they all made obeisance to Rama. d 


40. THE JOURNEY BACK TO AYODHYA 


The next morning Rama got ready to return to Ayodhya 
in the celestial car that Ravana had ~won of yore fromm 
Kubera (god of wealth) which Vibhishana placed at his 
disposal to enable him to return quickly and see Bharata 
who would be eagerly expecting him, as the period of his 
exile was nearing its end. Before leaving, Rama spoke to 
Vibhishana by way of friendly suggestion : 

“O king of Rakshasas, these Vanara hosts have fought 
for you valiantly risking their lives and have secured for 
you the throne of Lanka which never before had been con- 
quered. Let them be honoured and their services recognised 
by the grant of liberal gifts to them in the form of gems, 
iewels and gold. Such appreciation on your part will also 
bring you both fame and friends.” 
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Accordingly, Vibhishana made the Vanaras happy by 
loading them with presents. Then Rama stepped into the 
chariot fondly holding Sita who was overcome with modesty 
and attended by his heroic brother armed with bow; and 
he addressed his companions-in-arms thus : 

“Ye great Vanaras, like true allies you have nobly 
helped me in accomplishing this task for which I am grate- 
ful to you. You ate now free to go back to your homes. 

Sugriva, O hero, all that a good friend could be expected 
to do has been done by you, ever guided by duty’s call. Now 
go back to Kishkindha with your army and may you fare 
well. 

Vibhishana, live happily in Lanka ruling over this king- 
dom which I have won for you and which is now your 
own. Even the gods cannot overcome you. 

And, now, my good friends, I beg you to give me leave 
to go back to Ayodhya.” 

But the Vanaras and Vibhishana begged of Rama with 
folded hands : 

“O prince, we should all like to go with you to Ayodhya. 
Take us with you. After seeing you anointed there as king 
and paying our humble respects to mother Kausalya we shall 
go home.” 

Moved by their affectionate appeal Rama answered : 

“It will indeed give me the greatest pleasure to return 
to Ayodhya accompanied by my good friends. Sugriva, 
come; get into the chariot with the Vanaras; and you too, 
Vibhishana, with your nobles.” 

Then that heavenly car decked with swans rose into the 
air with its happy load, like a heavy cloud driven by the 
wind. As it went speeding through the skies Rama pointed 
out to Sita the many interesting places over which they were 
passing. 
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“Sita, my love, look down and see the endless roaring 
sea girting Lanka and the marvellous bridge spanning it 
which I got built by the great Vanara, Nila, for crossing the 
sea with the Vanara forces to rescue you. 

And look at that place there with a belt of lovely 
groves. That is the fair Kishkindha where good Sugriva 
reigns.” 

At the sight of that city Sita said eagerly to, Rama : 

“My dear lord, I should very much like Sugriva’s queen, 
Tara, and the wives of the Vamnara chieftains to econ 
us to Ayodhya.” ) 

The Vanara women were delighted with the invitation 
and quickly joined the party. 

As they continued the journey Rama observed : 

“Beloved, that lovely lake, in the midst of the woods, 
full of lotus is the Pampa. lake on whose shores I spent 
many a day and night in sorrow missing you. 

And, mark, that is the tree near which the noble Jatayu 
laid down his life fighting the cruel Ravana in order to 
save you. : 

And can you see the cottage where we lived till the 
wicked Ravana tore you from me? 

There shines the Chitrakuta hill where Bharata sought 
me longing to take us back when we had just begun living 
a hermit’s life. Far off, the holy Ganga and Yamuna rivers 
are flowing in all their majesty. — : 

Now, we are near the hermitage of Bharadwaja. And, 
look, look, there looms on the banks of Sarayu river the 
fair Ayodhya, the city of my sires, to which we are returning 
at long last. Sita, my love, bow down your head and greet 
the city in all thankfulness.” 

Rama then alighted at the hermitage of Bharadwaja 
full fourteen years since leaving mie He bowed to the 
sage and asked him: 
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“Worshipful sage, is all well at Ayodhya? Is Bharata 
faring well ? Are my mothers alive ?” 

Happy at seeing Rama the sage replied smiling: 

“Rama, your brother remains true to you and lives like 
a recluse with matted hair, worshipping your sandals and 
eagerly expecting you. And all is well at home. My heart 
is filled with joy at seeing you returning home in triumph 
with your task completed, enemies conquered and accom- 
panied by friends. Raghava, I know, through my spiritual 
power, the joys and woes you have had and the great deeds 
you performed since I saw you when you left for the wilds 
in obedience to your father’s will. And to the boons the gods 
have been pleased to bestow on you fain would I add my 
own.” 

And Rama accordingly requested of the sage: 

“By your favour, may the trees all along the way to 
Ayodhya be full of flowers, fruits and honey sweet as nectar, 
even if it is not the season for them.” 

The sage granted the boon asked for and at once all 
the trees, including the dead and dying, along the stretch of 
three leagues to Ayodhya became filled with a variety of 
juicy fruits and honey-laden blossom to the great joy of the 
Vanaras who freely feasted on them. 


41. THE BROTHERS MEET 


Rama spent the night at the hermitage, and the next 
morning he despatched Hanumantha to apprise Bharata of 
his arrival. 

“Best of Vanaras, go and tell Bharata that I have arrived 
with Sita and Lakshmana,”’ he said, “and tell him fully all 
that befell me since I left Ayodhya. Watch how he receives 
the news. Mark if he changes colour; scan his looks, speech 
and gestures. For is there any mortal whose head is not 

rned by the acquisition of an ancestral kingdom rich in 
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all manner of wealth ? If, after tasting sovereign power so 
long, Bharata is loth to part with the kingdom let him by 
all means keep it for himself. Come back quickly and let 
me know his intention before I reach Ayodhya.” 

Accordingly, Hanumantha set out at once for the vil- 
lage of Nandigrama, a league from Ayodhya, and met Bha- 
tata who was if a hermit’s garb and had become weak and 
emaciated, pining for his dear brother Rama. Worshipping 
Rama's sandals, he had been governing the realm in Rama’s 
name righteously and with competence. With folded hands 
Hanumantha bowed to him and spoke thus: 

“O prince, Rama sends his greetings to you, and I am 
bringing you news that will gladden you. You will be meet- 
ing your brother today. Cease therefore sorrowing on his 
account. After slaying Ravana, the king of the Rakshasas, 
and with all his task completed, Rama is now approaching 
Ayodhya along with Sita, Lakshmana and his mighty allies.” 

So overcome with joy was Bharata that he fainted and 
sank to the ground. He soon rose and clasping Hanumantha 
to his bosom he shed tears of joy on him and spoke : 

“Are you a god or man who has come here out of pity 
for me? For the good news you have brought you shall 
have a hundred thousand kine, a hundred of the best villages 
and sixteen pretty maids, well-born and well-bred, of golden 
‘hue, well-decked and fit to be your wives. | 

How fortunate I am that after waiting for so many 
years I should be hearing such glad news! Truly has it been 
said that if a man lives up to a hundred years, fortune is 
bound to smile on him sometime or other.” 

As desired by Bharata, Hanumantha narrated to him 
briefly Rama’s glorious deeds and concluded by saying that 
Rama had arrived at the hermitage of Bharadwaja and would 
be reaching Ayodhya very soon. 
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Bharata’s heart bounded with joy, and turning to 
Satrughna he said : : 

“Brother, by: way of thanksgiving, let the gods in our 
temples be worshipped by priests, laying garlands and burn- 
ing incense, with auspicious music playing all the while. Let 
bards, minstrels and gay damsels with their lays, along with 
those skilled in playing on musical instruments be assembled 
to greet the king. And let the royal household, the nobles, 
Brahmanas and the people be apprised so that we may all 
have the pleasure of seeing Rama’s face, bright as the moon, 
and welcoming him.” 

The road from the’ Nandigrama to Ayodhya was level- 
led ; cool water was sprinkled ; and parched rice and pretty 
flowers of sweet scent were scattered over it. The highway 
and houses in Ayodhya were decked with festoons of flowers ; 
and flags gayly waved over every building all along the way. 

And riding on elephants adorned with gold ornaments 
came forth the ministers and lords, while a hero rode his 
charger or drove in his chariot drawn by steeds followed by 
thousands of others marching with their arms and banners. 
Then came in palanquins the queen mothers Kausalya, 
Sumitra and Kaikeyi accompanied by other royal dames. So 
loud was the noise made by the treading of horses, the rolling 
of the chariot wheels, the beating of kettle-drums and the 
blare of conches that the earth shook under it. 

As the procession reached Nandigrama Bharata joined 
it. And bearing Rama’s jewelled sandals on his head, with 
the silver white royal canopy decked with garlands and chov- 
ties glistening with gold ready to be held and waved over 
Rama, Bharata stood eagerly awaiting Rama’s arrival. At 
last the tumultous and joyous shouts of the approaching 
Vanaras were heard, and the celestial car carrying Rama was 
sighted. And there burst forth at once joyous cries from the 
assembled throng, men and women, old and young, which 
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rent the skies. And Bharata wafted his reverential greetings 
to Rama who was seated in the car. As soon as the aerial car 
touched the ground Bharata rushed into the car and, trans- 
ported with joy, touched the feet of Rama who raised him 
and fondly embraced him. Bharata then greeted Lakshmana, 
and bowed down his head to Sita. Next he exchanged greet- 
ings with Sugriva and the Vanara chieftains. Pressing 
Sugriva to his bosom Bharata said : 

‘Vanara king, we were four brothers before, but we are 
now five as we reckon you as our brother. Kind deeds mark 
a friend even as wrong declares a foe.” 


And to Vibhishana he said lovingly : 

“Rakshasa monarch, a difficult task has fortunately been 
accomplished with your noble assistance.” 

Then Rama came to his mother who was weak and 
worn to a shadow with care and sorrow, and falling at her 
feet spoke soothing words to her. After touching the feet 
of mothers Sumitra and Kaikeyi and greeting the other royal 
dames he made obeisance to venerable Vasishta, the high 
priest. He acknowledged the greetings of the thousands of 
citizens who with folded hands cried with one voice : 

“O hero, joy of Kausalya’s heart, welcome Rama, wel- 
come to you.” 

Then Bharata placed the jewelled sandals on Rama’s 
feet and humbly said : : 

“O king, the realm which I held in trust for you and 
which, through your grace, has increased tenfold in prosperity, 
I now give back to you. Blest, supremely blest, am I to have 
lived to see this glorious day of your return to Ayodhya and 
my wishes fulfilled.” : 

So greatly moved were the Vanara chiefs and Vibhi- 
shana by Bharata’s fraternal love and piety that tears of 
appreciation suffused their face. 


410 YUDDHA-KANDA 


And Rama then proceeded to Bharata’s humble retr 
and directed the wonderful car which had brought him b: 
to return to the god of wealth to whom it originally belong 


42. THE CORONATION OF RAMA 


With hands uplifted and joined palms in revere 
Bharata spoke to his brother thus : 

“Rama, now let the world behold you crowned 
monarch and looking resplendent as the midday sun. Let t 
morn see you rising to the strains of soft music and to t 
tinkling of bells. And may you rule over this kingdom 
long as the world lasts.” 

Accordingly, the venerable Vasishta and the ministe 
set about immediately preparing for Rama’s coronation. 

Rama discarded his dress of bark. His matted hair w 
cleaned and trimmed. After ceremonial bath he wore a ri 
attire becoming a king. And Sita too was arrayed in lovel 
robes and decked with ornaments by the loving hands c 
the royal dames. 

At the appointed hour came the royal charioteer Sumat 
tra with a magnificent chariot drawn by steeds of the fine: 
breed. Rama stepped into the car and, seated in it in a 
glory like the Lord of thousand eyes, he left Nandigrama fc 
the city of his sires. Bharata himself then held the reins, an 
Satrughna held the royal umbrella over Rama’s head, whil 
Lakshmana and Vibhishana fanned him with chouries. O 
a huge elephant Sugriva followed along with other Vanas 
chieftains, all in human form, riding on nine thousand el 
phants gorgeously caparisoned. As Rama reached the gat 
of the city, with conches and kettle-drums sounding and tt 
people who followed him acclaiming, tumultous applau: 
from the big crowd that had gathered rent the skies. Gi 
by the nobles, the leaders and priests, Rama shone like t 
moon in the midst of a galaxy of stars. The procession, Ie 
by joyous maids and others throwing grain from golden go 
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lets all the way, passed along the highway lined with houses 
on the tops of which numerous flags were gayly waving wel- 
come and at last reached the beautiful palace of his sire. 

On entering the ancestral palace he first paid his res- 
pects to the queen mothers and then saw that his guests were 
properly housed. 

Meanwhile, everything was being got ready for his con- 
secration. The Vanara chiefs flew and brought the holy water 
in golden goblets from the four oceans and many a sacred 
stream. | 
| When all had assembled in the royal hall the venerable 
Vasishta and his colleagues conducted Rama and Sita to the 
magnificent jewelled throne on which they sat side by side. 
Then Vasishta and the great sages Wamadeva, Jabali, 
Kasyapa, Katyayana, Suyagna, Gautama, Vijaya and others 
sprinkled holy water on Rama’s head, followed by priests, 
‘ministers, maids, warriors and Vaisyas who, full of joy, also 
shed sacred drops on his head. And the celestials including 
the four Regents of the world shed from above drops of frag- 
tant juice of herbs on his brow. Chanting Vedic hymns 
Vasishta then duly placed on his head that ancient crown 
glistening with gems, the creation of Brahma, which was 
worn of by Manu of yore and by Rama’s ancestors. Satrughna 
stood behind Rama holding the snow-white royal umbrella 
over his head, while Sugriva and Vibhishana stood by his 
side fanning with chouries. 


On that occasion the Wind-god presented Rama with 


‘a gold chain studded with a hundred gems, and Indra sent 
a string of precious pearls. The sky rang with the music of 
Gandharvas while Apsaras danced in joy. 

On that glorious day the earth was smiling with ver- 
dure everywhere ; the trees were loaded with fruits; and 
there were no blossoms that were not fragrant. 

Rama distributed largess lavishly to Brahmanas. He 
gave them countless cows and oxen and heaps of silver and 
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gold. To his guests he gave appropriate gifts. And on the 


neck of his queen Sita he placed a chain of pearls, glowing © 


softly like the moon-beam, studded with many a precious 
gem. After a moment Sita drew the chain from her neck, 
and holding it she looked round at the Vanara heroes and 
Rama again and again. Rama read her mind and said: 

“Yes, my darling, do give the chain to that Vanara hero 
and friend in whom prowess, might and wisdom are all to 
be found.” 

And Sita handed the precious chain to Hanumantha 
who shone, with that ornament round his neck, like a hill 
girt by moon-lit clouds. 


43. CONCLUSION 


Rama ruled the land for ten thousand years. During 
his reign the people were contented and happy. The four 
orders of society were true to. the duties of their order, and 
all trod the path of virtue. Disease, crime and calamity were 
unknown. People lived up to a thousand years; no woman 
had to mourn for the loss of her husband; nor a sire his 
son’s untimely end. 

The trees were always full of blossoms and fruits ; 
tains were timely ; and the wind soft and pleasant. 

Whoever reads or hears this great poem made by Val- 
miki telling the glorious story of Rama is released from every 
sin. He who longs for sons shall have them, and he shall 
have wealth who wants it. Women will be blessed with 
noble children and be happy as Kausalya was with Rama, 
Sumitra with Lakshmana and Kaikeyi with Bharata. 

Kings will conquer their enemies; and the traveller 
will return home safely. ~ 

In short, he who full of faith hears this noble poem 
will have health, wealth and progeny and all his wishes will 
be fulfilled. 
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